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i They Go! 


Prce 


Wiru the publication of Book Four of The Children’s Hour 
With Uncle Arthur four fifths of this great project, designed for 
the blessing and uplift.of children, is finished. One more volume 
will complete the set! 

For the benefit of new readers who may not as yet have seen 
the earlier volumes, let me say again that the basic purpose of 
The Children’s Hour is to present great character-building lessons 
in stories so simple and true to life that children cannot but under- 
stand and love them. There is no preaching here—only teaching 
in the way Jesus taught the children who crowded about Him 
in the long ago. 

Perhaps I should also repeat what I have said so many times be- 
fore, both in The Children’s Hour and in the companion volumes, 
Uncle Arthur’s Bedtime Stories, that every story is based on fact. 
Here are no fairy tales or “made-up” stories. All are true to life, 
based on real experiences which, in one way or another, have 
come to my personal attention. 
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Included in this volume are certain instances of angel watch- 
care and answered prayer which may seem to some unbelievable. 
Yet there is no need to doubt. The mothers and children involved 
have given me their personal assurance that these things really 
happened. 

I would like to add that these stories are all new and different. 
So far as I am aware, there is no duplication in all the seven hun- 
dred stories which make up the six volumes of Bedtime Stories 
and the four volumes of The Children’s Hour. The bucket goes 
down into fresh water every year. 

Regarding the Bible stories in this volume, to be found on 


pages 151 to 274, these are based on the Gospels, and form a 
child’s life of Jesus which I trust will make the Saviour more real 


and wonderful to millions of children everywhere. If some should 
question why there are more Bible stories than usual this time, 
I would merely plead the impossibility of dealing adequately with 
the life and teachings of our Lord within smaller compass. 

These Bible stories, of course, should be read in conjunction 
with those which have appeared in Books One to Three of this set. 
One great purpose runs through them all, which will reach its 
climax in Book Five with the resurrection and ascension of Jesus, 
the founding of His church, and the final triumph of truth in the 
earth made new, as described in the book of Revelation. 

It is my prayer that all the stories in this volume may prove not 
only a source of much enjoyment to every reader but also bring to 
all a great spiritual uplift, leading them ever heavenward, teach- 
ing them to be kind and true and good. 

And, boys and girls, don’t forget, if you have had an unusual 
experience which might be helpful to others, be sure to write and 
tell me about it. I shall be glad to hear from all. 

ARTHUR S. MAXWELL. 


“Twin Oaks,” 
101 North El Monte Avenue, 
Los Altos, California. 
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Suddenly, as the Horses Neared the Children, Those in Front Stopped. Seconds 
Later There Was a Wall of Horses Right Across the Village Street 
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STORY 1 


‘The horses had come through the 
village once before, and a wild and savage sight it had 
been. Rounded up from the prairies, they had suddenly 
turned down the narrow dirt road between the houses, 
and with the thunder of a thousand hoofs had raced 
madly through. 

That was years ago, and the people who now lived 
in the village never dreamed it would happen again. 
Surely there would never be another stampede like that, 
not in their lifetime. 

So time passed, and children came to town. They 
grew up and played on that same dirt road. Horses 
from near-by farms passed peacefully to and fro, and 
the children knew most of them by name; but of the wild 
horses of the mountains and prairies they knew nothing, 
except what their mothers had told them of the big 
stampede. Sometimes, perhaps, they dreamed, as chil- 
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dren do, of that terrible day when the whole frantic 
herd went galloping through their village. | 

Life was very happy and peaceful there, far from any 
city or railroads or speeding cars. Nothing very special 
happened from week to week until one afternoon 

Yes, it was a Sabbath afternoon. Lucy and Lillian 
had studied their Bible lesson with their parents that 
very morning. It had been about Daniel in the lions’ den, 
and the two children had enjoyed it very much, espe- 
cially the part where the angel came and shut the lions’ 
mouths so that they would not harm the prophet of the 
Lord. They had asked their mother if the angels would 
go to the rescue of other people who might get into 
trouble like that, and mother had said they surely would. 

The lesson over, the children had gone out for a 
little walk by themselves. They had planned to go down 
the dirt road, across a field or two, then back again. But 
they did not get that far. 

Suddenly, while they were still in the village, they 
heard a strange noise in the distance. Looking up, they 
saw a great cloud of dust which seemed to be coming 
nearer and nearer.) Then, amid the dust they could see 
horses, galloping horses, galloping madly—straight to- 
ward them. 

-= They were standing near a little bush not much taller 
than themselves, and no protection at all, but now they 
knelt beside it, saying a little prayer, and wondering 
what would happen. 

Meanwhile mother had heard the horses too. In- 
stantly she had recognized the dreadful sound that had 


WALL OF HORSES 


A. DEVANEY 


Rounding Up a Group of Horses 


frightened her so much long ago. At the same moment 


she thought of her children. Where were they? Surely 
they must be on the road, right in the path of the wild, 
plunging beasts. She ran out to look. Yes, there they 
were! She called to them, but they could not hear her. 
Meanwhile the wild horses, scores and scores of them, 
were rushing madly, blindly, frantically, right through 
the village toward them! 

“Save them! O Jesus, save them!” mother cried in 
desperation, turning her head away lest she should see 


them killed. 
- Then something very wonderful happened. You do 


[>> 


16. THE CHILDREN’S HOUR 


not need to believe it unless you wish to, but I know it 
is true. The mother told me about it herself. And the 
eldest girl too. 

‘Suddenly, as the horses neared the children, those 
in front stopped. Neighing frenziedly, they reared 
up on their hind legs, their hoofs pawing the air. Then 
the next row piled on to those ahead of them, their front 
legs straddling the others’ backs. Behind them still others 
did the same, until, in the space of seconds, there was a 
wall of horses right across that village street. With their 
manes flying in the wind, and clouds of dust billowing 
about them, it was a never-to-be-forgotten sight. 

In that brief pause the children slipped away and 
hurried home. The horses plunged and tossed a little 
while longer, then dropped their hoofs to the ground and 
started off again on their mad and thunderous flight. 

‘But weren’t you afraid?” asked mother as Lucy and 
Lillian came sauntering up to her. 

“Afraid?” they said, quite unconcerned. “Oh, no. 
We knew the angel of the Lord would look after us, and 
he did.” 

Then they went indoors to play, while mother, who 
had been sick with fright, marveled at their faith. 


STORY 2 


\ Vat shall we do this afternoon?” 
asked Rex as he leaned on his bicycle. “I wish there were 
somewhere to go. I get bored just riding around town.” 

“Why don’t we go and see my grandfather?” said 
Roger. 

“Do you have a grandfather?” asked Rex. 

“Of course I have a grandfather,” said Roger. “He’s 
a nice old man; he has a farm not far from here.” 

“How far?” asked Rex. 

“Oh, I'm not quite sure,” replied Roger. “Not very 
far. Just a few miles.” 

“Are you sure we could get there and back by five 
o’clock?” said Rex. “My mother says I must be back 
for supper then, ‘right on the dot.’ ” 

“My mother wants me back early too,” said Roger. 

“Can we make it by five o’clock? There and back?” 

“Oh, easily,” said Roger. “If we were to start right 
away we could be back by four.” 
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and on They Went, Mile After Mile. “Are You Sure We Are 
on the Right Road?’ Asked Rex 
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“Lets go,” urged Rex. “What are we waiting for?” 

So off they went, pedaling as fast as they dared 
through the traffic and so out of town. 

On and on they went, mile after mile. 

“Are you sure we are on the right road?” asked Rex. 

“Of course,” said Roger. “But it seems to be a little 
farther than I thought.” 

“I should think it is,’ ‘ replied Rex as they panted up 
a long hill. “How much farther do we have to go?” 

“Oh, it can’t be far now,” said Roger. “I seem to 
remember that clump of trees over there.” 

They pedaled on. Half an hour later there was still 

no sign of grandfather’s farm. Rex jumped off his bicycle. 

| “Now look here, Roger,” he said, “I think you’ve 
been kidding me. Here we’ve been riding for more than 
an hour and a half, and there’s still no sign of your 
grandtather’s place. I don’t believe you have a grand- 
father.” 

o do have a grandfather,” replied Roger hotly. “I 
know he lives somewhere in this direction, but I must > 
have forgotten where.” 

“Are you sure he lives on this road?” asked Rex. 

“Oh, yes, I think so,” said Roger. 

“Think so!” scoffed Rex. “How about that clump 
of trees you said you recognized some miles back?” 

“I suppose it was the wrong clump.” 

“I think I’m going to go back,” said Rex. 

“Oh, don’t let’s do that,” begged Roger. “Tm sure it’s 
only a little way now. It can’t be far. It can t, really. And 
I know he'll give us a wonderful supper.” 

Zz 
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“Supper!” exclaimed Rex. “I could do with that. 
But [’'m supposed to be home for supper. What do you 
suppose my mother will say if I’m not there on time?” 

“That’s right,” said Roger. “I suppose I should go 
back too. But it would be too bad to miss seeing grand- 
father now we have come so far. Let’s just go round the 
~ next corner, shall we?” 

“Oh, all right,” agreed Rex. “Just one more corner.” 
So they mounted their bicycles again and rode on. 

They went round the next corner and the next and 
the next. Still there was no sign of grandfather’s farm. 
Dark thunderclouds rolled up, blotting out the sun. 
Then it rained, drenching the boys to the skin and turn- 
ing the dusty road into a sea of mud. First one skidded 
and fell off, then the other. 

“I wish I had never heard of your grandfather,” said 
Rex, as he picked himself out of the mire. 

“But we are nearly there now,” said Roger. 

“Nearly there!” cried Rex, as the rain dripped off 
his nose. “Nearly there! We ve been ‘nearly there’ all 
afternoon.” 

“But we are, I’m sure,” said Roger. “In fact, I think 
that’s his farm we can see through the trees.” 

“It had better be,” said Rex. “I’m wet through.” 

They went down the farm road, dodging the puddles 
as best they could. Dripping wet and covered with mud, 
they finally knocked at the door. It was opened by a 
kindly old gentleman. 

“Grandfather!” cried Roger. We! ve come to see 
you!” 
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“Glad to see you boys,” said grandfather. “But what 
brings you here so late?” 

“Why, what’s the time?” asked Rex. “We were sup- 
posed to be back at five.” | 

“Five!” guns grandfather. “It’s nearly seven- 
thirty.” 

“Seven-thirty!” cried both boys tügetiien “However 
far have we come?” 

“About thirty. miles. And you have thirty to go 
back. Guess I had better phone your folks.” 

While grandfather phoned, Rex glared at Roger. 

“You and your ‘just a little way!’ ” he said. “Now 
look at the trouble lm in.” | 

“I think we are both in trouble,” said Roger. 

“I should have kept my promise and not listened to 
you,” said Rex. 

“I should have kept my promise too, 
“Tm afraid our mothers will be annoyed.” 

He was quite right. Except that “annoyed” was not 
a strong enough word. 

Half an hour later a car stopped outside the farm- 
house. Two damp, dirty little boys were bundled into 
it and hurried home to dry clothes and the due reward 
of their deeds. Roger’s mother told me that the bicycles 
had to be left behind because there wasn’t room for 
them in the car, and they remained at grandfather’s 
farm the rest of the summer vacation. Every time the 
boys thought of them, and longed for them, they were 
reminded that keeping a promise to mother is a mighty 
important thing. 
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said Roger. 


STORY 3 


Morrer was puzzled. She couldn’t 


understand why Trixy came home from school each day 
in such a dreadful mess. Every morning she gave her a 
nice, clean dress to wear, and every night Trixy came 
home looking as though she had been dragged across 
a muddy field. Sometimes a pocket was hanging by a 
thread, or her belt was entirely missing. As for her hands 
and face, well, they were a sight to behold. | 
“What in the world happens to you at school?” 
mother asked one day as Trixy arrived home in an un- 
usually battered condition—minus one hair slide, both 
hair ribbons, and with a big rip in the hem of her skirt. - 
“I don’t know,” said Trixy innocently. “It was just 
an accident. I got caught in something or other.” 
“Accident!” exclaimed mother. “But what could 
have happened to bring you home like this?” 
“I really don’t know,” said Trixy. 


ik 
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“Don’t know!” exclaimed mother. “But it was only 
a few hours ago that I sent you to school with clean rib- 
bons, clean dress, clean socks, clean shoes, and now look 
at you! Just like a ragamufin. You must know how it 
happened.” 

“T can’t think,” faltered Trixy. “Tm sure it was an 
accident.” 

“But it’s the same every day,” said Mother. “You 
can’t have ‘accidents’ like this so many times.” 

“TIm sorry,” murmured Trixy, still trying to look 
innocent. | 

“Well,” replied mother, “I’m going to find out. Pm 
going to ask your teacher.” 

Trixy looked a little scared at this, but said nothing. 
Mother had said something like that before, and had 
not done anything about it. 

-= This time, however, mother meant MEET In the 
morning she telephoned the school. | 

“I want to ask you about my Trixy,” she said to the 
teacher. “I send her to school every morning looking as 
neat and clean as I can, and she comes home looking 
like a wild thing. I want to know whose fault it is.” 

“Trixy’s,” said the teacher calmly. 

“Trixy’s!” cried mother indignantly. “What do you 
mean? How could it be Trixy’s fault? She’s a nice, quiet, 
gentle little girl, and I know she would never get into 
trouble like this on her own.” 

“Why don’t you come to the school and see for your- 
self?” asked the teacher. “Trixy is a great big tease, and 
brings all the trouble on herself.” 
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Trixy Went Over to Where the Boys Were Playing. Jerking Off a 
| Boy’s Cap, She Ran Away With It 


“Tt can’t be,” said mother. “Trixy never teases any- 
body.” 

“Pm afraid,” said the teacher, “you don’t know 
Trixy as well as we do. Just come up some afternoon 
about recess time.” 
“I will,” agreed mother, and rang off abruptly. “The 
idea of her saying such things about my Trixy! I won’t 
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have it! Trixy’s a very nice little girl when she’s left 
alone.” | 

Just the same, mother went to the school playground 
one afternoon to see for herself. And she saw—plenty. 

As the children poured out into the playground she 
spotted Trixy at once—all nice and tidy looking, almost 
the same as when she had left home in the morning. 
But instead of playing with girls of her own age, she 
went over to where the boys were playing. Jerking off 
a boy’s cap, she ran away with it, the boy after her in hot 
pursuit. He pushed her over, seized his cap, and ran 
back to his game, Trixy after him. A little while later 
she picked up the softball the boys were playing with, 
and started to run off with that. This roused a storm of 
anger among the boys. One of them grabbed her by the 
belt of her dress, and it came off in his hand. Another 
gave her a shove and pushed her over into a mud puddle. 
“Go and play with the girls,” he cried. “Yov’re just a 
nuisance over here.” 

But Trixy, jumping up, went back for more. Soon 
she was throwing small stones at another boy, trying 
to make him cross. She succeeded all too well, and soon 
there was another chase across the playground, right 
toward the very place where mother was standing. 

“Trixy!” she called. 

“Mother!” cried Trixy, her mouth dropping open in 
surprise and fright. 

“Come along,” said mother. “Get in the car. Now 
I understand all the ‘accidents’ you have been telling me 
about. They were not accidents at all, Trixy. You brought 
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them on yourself. I didn’t think you could do such things. 
I thought you were a nice, ladylike little girl. Now I 
know you are just a naughty little tomboy tease. I’m 
ashamed of you.” 

Found out at last, Trixy began to weep. 

“Tm sorry, Mamma.” 

“Irs all right, Trixy. You and I have got to come to 
a little understanding. I cannot keep on mending and 
washing and ironing dresses for you if you are going to 
behave in this fashion. ‘Tomorrow you shall go to school 
in the same dress you have worn today.” 

“This one!” cried Trixy. “All torn and dirty like 
this? I couldn’t! What would teacher say?” 

“Teacher will understand. I shall tell her,” said 
mother. “But mind, not another mark on it! From now 
on you must explain every mark and every tear until 
you have learned your lesson. And no more ‘accidents,’ 
mind, like those I saw today. Also, from now on, you 
play with the girls, not the boys, and don’t tease any- 
bo dy. 99 | 

How Trixy hated to go to school next morning in 
that dirty dress! But she had to. And was she careful 
not to get any more marks on it—more careful than 
she had been with the clean dresses she had had every 
day before! 

She learned her lesson. And by the end of the school 
year, instead of being known as “Trixy, the tomboy 
tease,” the other cħildren came to think of her as a pretty 
nice girl after all. 


STORY 4 


J ohnny was very big and very fat 
and very full of mischief. He was always thinking up 
ways of annoying people, just to make them mad. He 
called these pranks his “little jokes.” 

Unfortunately for Johnny, he tried one of them on 
mother. And that is always a dangerous thing to do. 

It happened this way: One day, just before dinner, 
mother left the food cooking on the stove and went 
out into the yard to hang the clothes on the line. While 
she was gone, Johnny closed the door quietly and bolted 
it. Then he locked the front door so mother couldn’t 
get in that way, and waited to see what would happen. 

Well, plenty happened. 

When mother had hung all the clothes on the line, 
she returned to the kitchen door and found it shut. Then 
she noticed that it was bolted. 

“Strange!” she thought. “How could that have hap- - 
pened?” 
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As Mother Smelled the Dinner Burning on the Stove, She Became 
Frantic to Get Inside 


JOHNNY’S LITTLE JOKES 29 


Then she remembered Johnny and his “jokes,” and 
she began banging on the door. 

Johnny merely chuckled. The banging grew louder: 

“Open the door, Johnny!” 

No answer. 

“Do you hear me? Open the door, I say!” — 

Still no answer. 

Then, as mother smelled the dinner burning on the 
stove, she became frantic. | 

“Johnny! Do you hear me! Open the door! The din- 
ner’s burning. Open the door!” 

Still Johnny kept quiet, but he was beginning to get 
worried. His little joke wasn’t working out too well. 

“Wait till I catch you, Johnny,” cried mother. “PH 
punish you for this. Open the door!” 

Johnny knew now that he had made mother angry, 
but it didn’t seem too good to him. He was in a very bad 
fix. If only he had been outside instead of inside, he 
might have stood a chance of getting away. Now he was 
trapped. What to do? 

Deciding it was about time to open the door, Johnny 
got a stick and, standing on the bottom stair, reached 
over and pushed back the bolt. Then he dropped the 
stick and ran for dear life upstairs. 

But mother was after him, right on his trail. For- 
getting the burning dinner, she bounded up the stairs 
as fast as Johnny, and maybe a little faster. 

Johnny heard her coming and dashed into a bed- 
room, seeking a way of escape. The window was open. 
He took one look outside, then jumped.: 
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At this moment mother reached the bedroom door, 
just in time to see Johnny disappear. She went over to 
the window, but didn’t dare look out. It was nearly 
fifteen feet to the ground. Near by was a picket fence. 
She dreaded what she might see down below. 

At last, hearing no cry of pain, she plucked up 
courage and looked. And what do you suppose she saw? 

There was Johnny grinning at her from behind an 
apple tree. 

“A-ha,” he cried tauntingly, “ you didn’t catch me, 
did youl” 

“Just you wait!” cried mother. 

He waited. In fact, they both waited. And Mother 
knew she was bound to win. Mother always wins. 

You see, it was dinnertime; and she knew that al- 
though Johnny liked to play jokes, he also liked to eat. 

Now that his little “joke” was over, and the smell of 
dinner was strong in his nostrils, Johnny began to think 
that it would be a very wise thing to make peace with 
mother at the earliest possible moment. 

Pretty soon he started walking toward the kitchen 
door. He hoped he would be able to “get away with it” 
by just saying he was sorry. | 

But mother had another idea. She suggested a little 
meeting in the woodshed. Johnny didn’t like the plan 
at all, but thought he had better go along just the same. 
That’s when the stick Johnny had used to unbolt the 
door came in mighty handy—for mother. | 

So Johnny learned that playing little “jokes” like 
that isn’t such a good idea after all. 


STORY 5 


oe you imagine it—all four chil- 
dren down with the mumps! There were Jason and 
Joseph, ten-year-old twins, Winnie, nearly seven, and 
Sandra, three. Fortunately they were over the worst of 
it, but not yet well enough to go to school or to church. 

When Sabbath morning came, mother wondered 
what to do with them. 

“Would you be all right by yourselves if I were to go 
to church today?” she said to them. 

“Of course,” answered Jason and Joseph. “You have 
stayed home enough times for us. You go. We are almost 
well now. We’ll look after the others.” 

“And no mischief?” said mother, smiling. 

“Oh, no, Mother,” they said. “Anyway, it’s Pant 
and we wouldn’t think of it.” 

“All right, dears, PII go. And mind, all of you, be 
good till I get back this afternoon.” 
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So mother went to church that day with father, uncle, 
and the two aunts, while the four children stayed home 
in the old farmhouse. 

At first they were very good. They read their Bibles 
and some good Sabbath books, and painted some pic- 
tures. After lunch they went for a walk around the 
farm. As they passed the garage, Jason noticed a dart 
board and some darts. | 

“Look!” he exclaimed. “Darts! How straight can 
you throw them?” 

“I don’t think we ought to throw them today, do 
you?” said Joseph. 

“Maybe not,” answered Jason, but he stuffed the 
darts into his pocket. Then they walked on. Soon they 
were joined by Gordon, a boy from the next farm. Now 
there were three boys and two girls. Presently they came 
to a big concrete pit, about eight feet square and the 
same deep. 

“What’s this for?” asked Winnie. 

“Uncle told me there used to be a pump in here,” 
replied Jason. “The old well is over in that corner—see, 
where the wood is. That’s the cover. Goes down a long 
way, he said.” 

“How far?” asked Winnie. 

“Eighty-six feet, I think.” 

“My! What a long way down!” exclaimed Winnie. 

“By the way,” said Gordon, “that square cover would 
make a good dart board, wouldn’t it?” 

“It would,” said Joseph, “if we had some darts.” 

“I have some in my pocket,” Jason said. 


WINNIE IN THE WELL E 


Forgetting that it was Sabbath afternoon, they all 
began to throw the darts. Whiz-bang! Whiz-bang! they 
went, right into the wooden cover of the old well. 

When the last dart was thrown, the boys asked 
Winnie to go and fetch them. She climbed down the 
ladder, picked up the darts, and brought them back to 
the boys. Then they threw them again, and Winnie 
fetched them again. Over and over they threw the darts, 
with poor Winnie clambering down the ladder each 
time to fetch them. 

After the boys had thrown the darts twenty or thirty 
times, and they were waiting for Winnie to bring them 
back once more, Gordon said to the others, ‘“She’s a 
long time coming. Must be sitting down there having a 
rest.’ 

_ The boys looked over the edge of the pit and, to o their 
astonishment, there was no Winnie! 

‘‘She’s gone!” exclaimed Jason. “Where can she be?” 

“There!” said Gordon, pointing to the wooden cov- 
ering of the old well. ‘See, it’s broken. It must have been 
rotten. She’s fallen through. She must be down the well! 
Poor Winnie! PIL run and call my dad!” | 

Gordon ran off like the wind, crying, ‘“Wéinnie’s 
down the well! Winnie’s down the well! Come quickly; 
bring a rope!” 

Meanwhile Jason and Joseph knelt beside the well 
and tried to look down into the darkness. 

“Winnie, are you there?” they called anxiously. “Are 
you still alive?” 

From far down the well came a little voice. 
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“Tm alive. But ’'m hurt. Get me out of here.” 

Winnie’s voice had never sounded so lovely before. 

“Gordon has gone for help,” they called. “Are you 
in the water?” 

“Yes, there’s water, but it isn’t very deep. I can stand 
up init. But my right leg hurts werribly, so does my chest. 
Do get me out soon.’ 

Now Gordon was back with his dad and a long rope. 
His dad made a loop in the rope and let it down. 

“Put your head and shoulders through the loop,” 
he called down to Winnie. “Can you do it?” 

“Yes,” called Winnie. “Pull me up.” 

Don’ t be scared,” called Gordon. “PIL be praying 
for you.” . 

Then they all pulled, and up came Winnie, spinning 
around so fast at the end of the rope that it made her 
sick. How glad she was to be up in the sunshine again! 

Why Winnie wasn’t killed when she fell that great 
distance, nobody can understand. As it was, she broke 
one leg and three ribs, and had to spend several weeks 
in the hospital. 

< “To think of it!” she said to me when she told me the 
story, “all that trouble because we played darts on Sab- 
bath afternoon when we had promised mother we’d be 
good.” | 

“It was too bad that you had to pay the whole price,” 
I said to her. 

“Yes,” she said, “but Jason and Joseph and Gordon 
all learned a lesson which they will never forget. They 
too saw what a mistake it is to break God’s holy day.” 
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“Winnie, Are You There?” They Called Anxiously. “Are You 
Still Alive?” 
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STORY 6 


ote a and his mother under- 
stood each other perfectly. They liked to read the Bible 
together. They liked to pray together. They liked to go to 
church together. 

Unfortunately Sidney’s father didn’t like any of 
these things. Of course, he called himself a Christian, 
but—well—he was just a “nominal” one. ‘That is, he 
liked his friends to think of him as a Christian, but he 
didn’t work at it very hard. Sometimes the things he did, 
and the things he said, were quite unlike anything a good © 
Christian should ever do or say. As for saying his prayers, 
he had quite forgotten how. 

One day father said he would like to go to the lake 
and get a boat out. So off they all went in the car. Ar- 
riving at the lake, they chose a boat, attached an out- 
board motor, and started off. It was a lovely day, and 
for a little while all was sweetness and light. Father 
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talked happily about the lovely scenery, and how much 
he liked boating, and what fun it was to have an outboard 
-motor instead of having to row as he used to do. Because 
he was happy, mother was happy, and so was Sidney. 

Mile after mile they glided smoothly through the 
blue water. Everything seemed perfect. Then suddenly 
the motor stopped, and a great silence descended upon 
the whole beautiful countryside. 

At first father wasn’t very worried. He had known 
outboard motors to stop before. It would be easy to start 
again, he said. Just wind the string around and pull. 

So he wound and he pulled. Then he did it again. 
And again. But the motor refused to start. He looked 
at the gasoline; there was plenty. He opened the throttle 
and closed it. He did everything he could think of, but 
the motor remained absolutely dead. : 

Again he wound the string and pulled. Still nothing 
happened. : 

Father’s face changed from smiles to frowns. 

“Tt would have to do this,” he growled. “Nine miles 
from the boathouse too. Think of having to row back all 
that way!” 

Again he wound the string and pulled. No go. 

Now he began to get angry. I wouldn’t dare tell you 
what he said next. It wouldn’t be nice. And it certainly 
didn’t help. Calling a motor names doesn’t make it start. 

At last he gave up and, in very bad humor, took the 
middle seat and got out the oars. 

“Suppose [ll have to row all the way back!” he splut- 
tered. 


SIDNEY’S SECRET SIGNAL 39 


The sunshine had all gone now. There was thunder 
in the air. 

Mother was seated at the back beside the outboard 
motor. Sidney was in the bow, right behind father. Now 
and then they looked at each other. It was an under- 
standing look. Each knew how the other felt. Both were 
wondering what to do next. 

Then Sidney sent his secret signal. Behind father’s 
back he put his hands together, as though he was going 
to pray. Then he lifted his right hand and pointed up- 
ward. 

For a moment mother wondered what he meant. 
Then she saw him do it again. This time he pointed at 
the motor, then put his hands together, then pointed 
upward. 

Mother smiled—just a little teeny smile—and 
nodded. Sidney knew his signal had got through. 

Mother didn’t dare put her hands together for fear 
of what father might say to her. So she just shut her 
eyes. Then quietly, without saying a word, she wound 
the string around the motor. 

Looking up at Sidney, she saw him make his secret 
signal again. First his two hands went together, then his 
right arm pointed skyward. Again mother nodded, and 
pulled with all her might. 

Of a sudden there was a loud purring noise which 
echoed back cheerfully from the surrounding hills. 

Dad stopped rowing. 

“Bless my soul!” he cried. “How did that happen? 
How did the thing start? What did you do to it?” 
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“I just pulled the string—and said a little prayer,” 
said mother. 

“Prayer!” exclaimed father. ‘“Fiddlesticks! How 
could prayer make a motor start?” 

“But I prayed too,” said Sidney. “We both prayed 
together.” 

“Fiddlesticks!” cried father again. ‘“Fiddlesticks, I 
say! Prayer could never have started that motor. Why, 
I couldn’t start it myself.” 

But as he moved to the back seat ae sat down be- 
side mother to enjoy the homeward journey, he began 
to wonder if perhaps he had been making a mistake. 
Perhaps mother and Sidney were right, Perhaps they — 
had found something he had missed. Perhaps prayer did 
do things for people, after all. 

Sidney’s secret signal had worked! Not only had it 


started the motor, but it had started father on the way 
back to God. 


STORY 7 


Eg was all dressed up ready to 
go to church. She was wearing a pretty pink frock— 
which mother had taken great pains to iron—clean white 
socks, well-polished shoes, and a lovely little spring hat. 
She really was a picture. Mother felt proud of her. Freda 
was quite pleased with herself too. 

“Now, dear,” said mother, “you sit on the sofa till 
I get ready. I won’t be very long.” 

“Couldn’t I walk around the yard for a few minutes?” 
asked Freda. “It’s so nice outside in the sunshine.” 

“All right,” said mother. “But do keep yourself clean. 
And don’t go out of the gate.” 

“Yes, Mother,” said Freda. “Call me when you want 
me.” Then she opened the back-edoor and went out. 

“I won’t be more than a few minutes, ’ mother called. 
‘Be good now.’ 

As Freda waited for mother she wandered from one 
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When Freda Was All Dressed Up Ready to Go to Church She Was 
Really a Picture. Mother Felt Proud of Her 


FREDA AND THE FISH | 43 


flower bed to another until she found herself at the gate. 

“I wonder how much longer mother will be?” she 
said to herself. “Perhaps there is time for me to go and 
look at the fish.” 

By “the fish” Freda meant a pool down by the river 
where fishermen, when they had had a big catch, used 
to keep their fish alive till they wanted to use them. 
This pool was always a great attraction to Freda. She 
never tired of looking at it. And it was so near, just 
at the bottom of the hill. 

Because there was no sign of mother, Freda decided 
that she would hurry down, take one look at the fish, 
and hurry back. Of course, mother had said she was not 
to leave the yard; but perhaps it would be all right, just 
this once, provided she kept herself clean and tidy. And 
she would do that, of course. 

So, having made up her mind to see the fish, Freda 
hurried down the hill. She knew just where to go, for 
she had gone there so many times before. Ten minutes 
later she was standing by the pool. What a wonderful 
sight it was! It was just full of fish. Big ones and little 
ones. Freda was fascinated. She loved to watch them 
darting about in the water. This was better than going — 
to church. In fact, she forgot all about church. 
Unfortunately she also forgot that she was all dressed 
up ready to go to church. 

A few other children were at the pool too, dad some 
of them were having fun jumping across it. It wasn’t very 
wide, and as Freda watched the others jumping she said 
to herself, “I believe I could jump that far too!” 
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So she ran a few steps and made a big jump—so she 
thought—but it wasn’t big enough. 

Splash! 

Down she went, right in the middle of all those 
hundreds and hundreds of slimy, wriggly fish. Shoes, 
socks, dress, and hat—all went under the water. 

Coming to the surface, Freda managed to catch hold 
of the wooden ledge which ran round the pool, and with . 
the help of the other children she scrambled out. 

What a sight she was now! Instead of a nice, neat, 
clean little girl, all dressed in her best, she looked like 
a half-drowned monkey. Dirty water oozed from her 
hair and trickled down her face onto her muddy dress. 
More dirty water dripped upon her socks and shoes. 

Oh, dear, what would mother say? 

Hurrying up the hill, she saw mother standing at the 
gate, all dressed in her best and looking up and down 
the road, searching for her precious Freda. 

Suddenly mother saw the grimy, dripping little crea- 
ture coming up the hill, and could hardly believe her 
eyes. Was this the clean, pretty little girl she had told 
to stay in the yard and keep clean, only half an hour ago? 

Perhaps I should draw a veil over what happened 
next. Suffice it to say that after what happened in the 
bathroom—after all the dirty, sodden clothes had been 
removed—Freda made up her mind she would never, 
never disobey her mother again. 

As for the fish, Freda told me herself that she never 
went to see them again, at least not when she was all 
dressed up for church. 


STORY 8 


om had been given a beautiful 
new tricycle for her birthday. A big one, for she was a 
big girl. It had bright red mudguards and shiny silver 
handle bars. Yes, and a bell and a brake. Clare loved it 
and could hardly wait to go out on the sidewalk to ride it. 
Mother said she must be very, very careful about 
riding it, because their house was near the top of a hill 
and there wasn’t very much level ground on which it 
would be safe to ride. She was not to go off the sidewalk, 
and never down the hill. Clare soon found that the only 
way she could get a long ride was to make a circle round 
the houses on the top of the hill. She could do this with- 
out leaving the sidewalk and without going down the 
fill,’ - 

' There was another little girl with a tricycle living not 
‘far away, and the two had great fun together. Round 
and round the circle they would go, never seeming to 
get tired of it. 
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NINTH TIME AROUND 47 


One day, as Clare was riding past her own house, she 
heard mother call her. 

“Clare, dear, it’s time to come in.” 

But Clare did not want to go in. She was enjoying 
herself too much. So she rode on as though she hadn’t 
heard. All round the circle she went, hoping mother had 
not seen her pass. 

As she drew near her house again, she heard mother’s 
voice. | 

“Clare! Where are you? It’s time to come in. [’m 
waiting for you.” 

This time Clare dared not fail to answer. That 
would have been too risky. But she still didn’t want to 
go in. ) 
“Coming, Mother!” she called, then rode on again. 

Next time she reached her house, mother was wait- 
ing for her at the gate. She didn’t look very pleased. 

“T called you, Clare,” said mother. “Several times. 
Now come in.” 

“O Mamma,” wheedled Clare, ‘I’m trying to see how 
many times I can ride round the circle. I’ve been round 
eight times now. Just once more, Mamma. Please! Let 
me make it nine. That will be the most times [’ve ever 
been round. Please, Mamma, just once more!” 

Mother weakened. 

“All right,” she said. “You may ride round once 
more, but only once, mind. Then come in. And no rid- 
ing past the gate again!” | 

Alas, how often it is that the “once more” is once 
too many! 
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Clare pedaled away, and was halfway round the 
-circle when something joggled her front wheel. Whether 
it was a stone or something else, I don’t know; but what- 
ever it was, she turned right instead of left. Then, before 
she knew what had happened, she found herself at the 
= top of a long flight of concrete steps running down the 
hillside to the street below. It was like coming to the 
edge of a precipice—at full speed too. Clare grabbed her 
little brake, but it was not strong enough to hold her. 
She was going too fast. A moment later over she went, 
head over heels, all the way to the bottom. 

Bang, bang, bump, bump, bang, bang, bang, she 
went, while her precious tricycle went clankety, clank, 
clank, beside her. 

Neighbors rushed out to pick her up. She was un- 
conscious, and there was an ugly gash in her forehead. 
As for the tricycle, it was a wreck. | 
© Clare was rushed to the hospital, where the doctors 
found she had a fractured skull. She had to have an 

operation and stay in bed for many weeks. | 

When I met her some time later, she still had a big 
scar on her forehead. And she would have it, she told me, 
all her life. Poor dear! I was sorry for her. But it was 
the price she had to pay for not coming gran when 
mother called. 


STORY 9 


L. was early autumn and the first 
snow had already fallen in Manitoba. The very sight 
of it made Patsy and Peggy long for their old home in 
the country where they used to live before they moved 
-into the city. 

“Td love to go and see it again,” said Patsy, who was 
just over twelve at the time. 

“So would I,” said Peggy, who was desc, 

“Then why don’t we?” questioned Patsy. “Tt isn’t 
far. Not more than three or four miles at the most. We 
could walk it some afternoon.” 

“Lets,” said Patsy. 

And so it came about that one afternoon a little 
while later the two girls set out together for their old 
home. The paved city road soon changed into a winding 
country road that led them through a forest. With snow 
on the trees and bushes it was a very pretty walk, and 
the children enjoyed it immensely. 
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Two hours later they arrived at the clearing where 
the old cabin stood in which they had enjoyed so many 
happy years. They walked around it several times, peer- 
ing in at the windows and recalling all the pleasant times 
they had spent there in days gone by. 

The afternoon went by all too quickly. Soon dusk 
began to fall, and the girls decided it was high time they 
started back to the city. They didn’t want to have to pass 
through the forest after dark. 

So, bidding the old cabin farewell, they began their 
homeward journey. In the fading light and the awful 
stillness of the snow-covered forest they began to feel 
very much alone: 

“Isn’t it quiet out here?” said Patsy. 

“Dreadfully,” said Peggy. “I wish we hadn’t stayed 
at the cabin so long.” 

“So do I,” answered Patsy. “It’s getting very dark, 
isn’t it?”’ 

“Tm feeling a bit frightened,” whispered Peggy. “Are 
you?” 

“Yes, I am,” said Patsy. “They say there are bears in 
this forest, especially in wintertime.” 

“Bears!” cried Peggy. “I hope we don’t meet one. 
It might tear us to pieces and eat us up.” 

“Don’t!” said Patsy. “You make me feel creepy.” 

They walked on in silence for a while. Even their 
footfalls, cushioned by the snow, made not the slightest 
sound. What little breeze there had been in the afternoon 
had quite died down, There wasn’t a movement any- 
where. Or was there? 
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Suddenly Patsy stopped. 

“L-A-Look over there,” she stammered, her teeth chat- 
tering with fright. “D-d-d-id you see something?” 

Peggy looked as Patsy pointed. 

“You mean that bush over there on the tight?” 

“Yes,” whispered Patsy. “Watch the lower branches. 
I’m sure I saw them move.” 

“Y-y-y-ou’re right,” said Peggy, now all atremble 
herself. “They are moving! Oh, dear, what can it be?” 

Then they saw it. A big black head with a long nose 
peering out at them! 

“A bear!” they cried together, petrified with fright. 

“Oh!” wailed Peggy, “what shall we do? He'll eat 
us up; I know he will.” 

“Ssh, be quiet,” cautioned Patsy, who could hardly 
speak for fear. 

“But what shall we do?” wailed Peggy. “What shall 
we do?” | 

“We can’t do anything but pray,” responded Patsy. 
“Tf we run he will chase us. Can you pray, Peggy?” 

“No, you pray, Patsy, and PII say amen.” 

So Patsy prayed. It was a very halting, frightened 
prayer. “Please, Jesus, there’s a bear in the woods close 
by us, and we can’t get away. Please help us. Please save 
us from the bear.” 

Then it was that they heard another sound, and at 
first they thought it was another bear. It was coming 
straight toward them through the forest. 

But this time it was not a bear. It was a man on a 
white horse. And the horse was so white that it seemed 
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_ to be part of the snow as it moved swiftly through the 
trees. . 

“Took out!” the children called to the ridet,’ ‘There’ S 
a bear over there! He’s behind that bush. We saw it our- 
selves.” | 

But the man on the white horse did not seem to mind. 
Instead, he rode right up to them. Then he smiled and, 
= turning his horse toward town, said kindly, “Follow me.” 

Not knowing what else to do, and more than glad 
for company, the children followed. On and on they 
walked, the man on the white horse just in front of them. 

“Who can it be?” whispered Patsy. 

“I don’t know,” said Peggy. “I don’t recognize him. 
Perhaps he will tell us when we get to town.” 

- But he didn’t. When they reached the edge of the 
woods, the rider on the white horse turned, smiled again, 
called good-by, and galloped away, vanishing as mysteri- 
ously as he had come. 

“I wonder who he was, ’ said Patsy as they hurried 
on into town. 
| “I don’t now.” said Peggy. “But don’t you remem- 
~ber how we prayed for help, and it was just afterward 
that we saw him? Could it be that Jes sent an angel to 
‘save us?” 

“It could have been!” exclaimed Patsy. “Maybe it 
was! Maybe it really was!” 

Maybe it was. Anyhow, when I met Patsy some time 
ago she was still quite sure that Jesus did send someone 
to save them from the bear. And I believe she was right, 
don’t you? 
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In the Fading Light and Awful Stillness of the Snow-covered Forest 
They Began to Feel Very Much Alone 
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r. George Washington Carver in His Laboratory, Which He Called 
God’s Little Workshop 


STORY 10 


Jia is the name George gave to 
the place where he did all his experiments—God’s Little 
Workshop. What a good name for any boy’ s workroom 
or laboratory! 

Here, working with God, he invented all sorts of 
wonderful things, searching out the secrets of nature with 
great patience and many prayers. From the humble pea- 
nut he made more than three hundred products, literally 
“from soup to nuts,” including milk, soap, soup, wood 
' stains, axle grease, ice cream, and sugar! 

From the sweet potato he produced starch, vinegar, 
ink, shoe blacking, soap, paste, pickles, salad oil, wood 
stain, dyes of all sorts, and a hundred other useful things. 

From the common clays of Alabama he made beauti- 
ful and lasting paints. He even discovered the royal blue 
of the Egyptians—all in God’s Little Workshop. 

Here too he studied how to fight plant diseases, how 
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to grow better corn and cotton, and how to make farms 
and gardens — much more than they ever had 
before. 

Born in 1864, as the war between the States was 
ending, George knew much sadness as a little boy. When 
he was but a baby, his father—a slave on the estate of 
Moses Carver, of Diamond Grove, Missouri—died from 
an accident. Shortly after, he and his mother were stolen 
by bandits, the “night riders” of those bad old days. 
George was found and brought back to the Carver home, 
but his mother was never seen again. 

Mrs. Carver, “Aunt Susan,” took the little orphaned 
colored boy into her home. He was small and sickly, and 
could not do the jobs that other boys of his age were 
expected to do. So she taught him sewing and knitting, 
just as if he had been a girl. 

When he was still very young, George became in- 
terested in flowers and plants. In the near-by woods he 
started a little “secret garden,” where he tried his first 
experiments with growing things. He learned how to 
nurse dying plants back to life, and he had such a magic 
way with them that he came to be known as the little 
plant doctor. | 

He loved everything about nature. Sometimes he 
would take a bunch of flowers to bed with him at night 
and fall asleep with them in his hand. Sometimes, too, 
he would smuggle toads and frogs and creeping things 
into his bedroom, to Aunt Susan’s horror and disgust. 

Always he was asking the name of something he had 
found in the woods. In fact, he wanted to know the name 
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of every stone, insect, and flower that he saw. When 
Aunt Sue couldn’t tell him, he mage up names for them 
himself. 

While still very young, he went into a neighbor’s 
house and saw a painting for the first time. He was 
greatly impressed. “Who did that?” he asked, and when 
he was told that a man made it, an artist, he said, “I want 
to do that someday.” After that he was always drawing 
—not on nice, clean paper, as you would do—but on 
boards and flat stones. He made colors for his paints out 
of berries, roots, and the bark of trees, then painted 
pictures on cans, pails, and bits of glass. This, too, he 
kept secret, like his secret garden in the woods. 

How he wanted to go to school! But there was no 
school for colored boys where he lived. The nearest was 
eight miles away, but he begged and begged the Carvers 
to let him go to it. At last, when he was ten years of age, 
they consented. The night he arrived at the school he 
slept in a barn, with rats running all around him. Then 
in the morning, as he sat on a pile of logs, hungry and 
lonely, a kindhearted lady, Mrs. Watkins, took pity on 
him and gave him breakfast. After that she kept him 
in her home while he went to school. She was a good 
woman, and taught him to pray and to love the Bible. 
When George was nearly eighty years of age, he was 
still reading the Bible she gave him as a boy. 

It was on his first day at school that George became 
George Carver—because he came from the Carver estate. 
Now he began to study hard. He loved it. He longed to 
learn. When the bell rang for recess, book in hand he 
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hopped over the fence which separated the school from 
Mrs. Watkins’ house, and propped it up above the wash- 
tub so he could read as he scrubbed. When the bell rang 
again, and recess was over, he dried his hands and 
hopped back over the fence to school. After school he 
did various chores for Mrs. Watkins, then read his books 
again. He was hungry to learn. ` 

All his lessons, however, were not in school. He 
learned one in Aunt Mariah’s lettuce patch, which it was 
his special duty to guard. There were many baby goslings 
about, eager to get through the fence to the lettuce, and 
George was supposed to keep them away. But the other 
boys wanted him to play marbles, and that seemed much 
more fun than looking after lettuces. So George went 
off with the boys and played marbles; but when he re- 
turned, the lettuce patch was “as bare of greens as the 
palm of his hand.” The goslings had taken the lot. So 
angry was he with them that he ran after them, shouting 
and throwing stones. He chased them to their muddy 
pond, but in his anger he overbalanced and fell in. You 
can imagine what Aunt Mariah said when she found 
him in such a mess, and all her lettuce gone; but George 
learned a lesson in trustworthiness which he remembered 
the rest of his life. 

When he was thirteen he set out for Fort Scott, where 
he hoped to get more schooling. But the money he had 
earned did not last very long. Then he had to go and 
earn more. Having no father or mother to help him, he 
took turns at working and studying. For a few weeks 
he would go to school, then leave until he had saved up 
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enough for another spell of school. Some boys would have 
given up altogether under such conditions. But not 
George. Above all things he wanted to learn, and he was 
ready to pay the price, whatever it might be. 

To earn money, he worked in people’s homes, wash- 
ing dishes, sawing wood, sweeping the yard—all sorts of 
jobs that nobody else wanted to do. In summer he would 
find work:on farms, and sometimes, when he was lucky, 
in somebody’s greenhouse. Then he was really happy. 

By and by he found himself in Minneapolis. He - 
worked in a home where he was taught washing and iron- 
ing. Soon he became so expert in these tasks that he 
-borrowed money to set up his own laundry. 

About this time he discovered that there was another 
George Carver in town, a white man, who was getting 
his mail. So he decided to give himself an extra name. 
Thus he became George Washington Carver—a name 
which one day every boy in the world would know. 

Little by little George added to his store of knowl- 
edge. At last he felt ready to go to college. So he applied 
to Highland University and was accepted. Very pleased 
with himself, he sold his little business and set off on his 
great adventure. Alas, when he arrived he was told that 
Highland University did not take colored students! © 

George was crushed. This was the hardest blow he 
had to endure so far. All joy went out of his life. He had 
only wanted to study and learn—why couldn’t they let 
=- him do that? But no. He was shut out. | 

In his despair he decided to become a farmer, and 
asked for a tract of land in Kansas, which was then be- 
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ing opened up for settlement. But he had neither the 
strength nor the money to make a success of it. And all 
the time a great ache was in his heart. Alone, disap- 
pointed, and discouraged, he turned to animals tor com- 
fort. He found that animals returned affection to any- 
one who was kind to them. Soon every stray horse was 
looking to George to gather grass for it or hand it sugar. 
For lack of other companions he talked to them by the 
hour. 

Those were dark days, but all the while he was learn- 
ing things which would help him in God’s Little Work- 
shop, yet to be. 

Years passed by. George decided to give up his piece 
of land and go East again. Perhaps he would set up a little 
greenhouse somewhere and grow flowers or vegetables. 

He traveled as long as his money lasted, then stopped 
to wash clothes for somebody till he had earned enough 
to go on. Then he continued his lonely wanderings. On 
arriving in Winterset, lowa, he found some friendly peo- 
ple there and worked for them. The lady of the house 
began to talk to him about going on with his education, 
but George said, “How can I? I have no money.” 

Then one day, as he was ironing a shirt, a new vision 
came to him. He had been saying to himself, “I know I 
can’t, I know I can’t,” when something seemed to say 
to him, “You had better go back to school.” “I can’t,” 
he said. “You can!” said the voice. 

At this he dropped the iron, went to the open win- 
dow and looked out. At last he said aloud, “Well, then, 
I will go back to school.” 
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At this a great burden seemed to roll off his shoul- 
ders. Immediately he sold his few possessions and set out 
for Simpson College, hoping he would not be shut out 
there. | 

He was accepted, and soon began to gain the atten- 
tion of his teachers because of his bright, keen mind and 
his great desire to learn. The art teacher was amazed 
at the excellence of his paintings, and did all she could 
to encourage him. 

To pay his way, George opened up a little laundry 
again. He literally washed and ironed his way through 
college. It was a hard life, but he was happy. He was 
learning! 

But what would he do after he left college? George 
thought he might paint, for he loved painting, especially 
flowers and trees and other nature scenes. But his teach- 
ers thought there was no future for him in painting. How 
about agriculture—where George’s love for nature might 
be turned into useful channels? George agreed, and at 
last he left Simpson College and set out for Ilowa Agri- 
cultural College at Ames. 

He arrived there penniless. In fact, he had nothing 
whatever but faith. So he went to work again, this time 
waiting on tables for the other students, but eating in the 
basement himself, because he was colored. He didn’t 
mind. He was learning! Now it was botany and chemistry 
and all sorts of wonderful subjects. He was looking into 
the great mysteries of nature he had always wanted to 
know. God was opening up His secrets to him! He was on 
the way to his workshop. 
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As he climbed the long flight of steps that led to the 
big red building where the agricultural classes were held, 
he felt that he was entering a new world. He was— 
a new world for himself and for thousands of others. 
Unperceived by any but God Himself, this was a great 
moment in history. 

Four years later George was awarded a B.S., the 
first colored graduate of Ames College. A professor: 
called him one of his most brilliant students, the best 
collector of specimens, and the sharpest observer of na- 
ture he had ever known. These were big compliments, 
but George deserved them all. 

About this time Booker T. Washington, head of the 
Tuskegee Institute in Alabama, heard about George, and 
invited him to become a teacher in his school. George 
accepted. Then began not only a remarkable friendship 
between two great men, but a work of which all the world 
has heard. 

All the knowledge of nature which George had won 
with such painstaking labor, he took with him to the 
Southland. But he had hardly got off the train than he 
realized how much more he had still to learn. Here were 
plants and flowers he had never seen before. Soon he 
began asking questions of the boys at the institute. What 
is this plant? and this? But nobody knew. George made 
up his mind that not only would he learn what they 

were but the boys should learn also. 

_ The day came when there was not a plant or a flower 
or a seed or a bug which he could not identify. Once the 
students thought they would play a joke on him. So they 
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produced a bug made of the head of a large ant, the 
body of a beetle, the legs of a spider, the antennae of a 
moth, all carefully put together. Then they asked him 
for its name. 

He looked at it for a moment or two, then replied. 
“This is a humbug.” 

Another time three people on the Tuskegee campus 
decided that they would put George to the test to see if 
he. really knew the names of all the plants. So they 
brought along a large number of plants and a book which 
gave all their scientific names. Then they held up one 
plant and George—now Dr. Carver, of course—gave the 
name. Slowly they turned the pages of the book to check 
it. Then they held up another plant, and he named that. 
Again they turned the pages of the book to see whether © 
he was correct. After a while Dr. Carver got tired of it. 
Suddenly he picked up all the plants they had brought 
and rattled off their Latin names one after another so 
quickly that the three critics didn’t have time to look 
them up. They were so amazed that they never doubted 
his knowledge after that. 

Now it was that he started his laboratory which he 
called God’s Little Workshop. Here he brought all sorts 
of plants, soils, clays, bugs, and studied them until he 
knew all about them. In this way he discovered the cause 
and cure of many plant diseases, and how farmers could 
grow larger and better crops from their land. Many times 
farmers would send him soil and ask him what was the 
matter with it. He would find out, and then tell them 
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just what to do to make it better. 
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Government people in Washington began to hear 
what was happening in God’s Little Workshop. They 
sent men to find out. Sometimes they asked Dr. Carver 
to come to see them. He began to write pamphlets with 
such titles as ‘Forty-three Ways to Save the Wild Plum 
Crop” and “One Hundred and Five Ways of Preparing 
the Peanut for Human Consumption.” 

Before he was through with the peanut he had pro- 
vided the Southland with a yearly business of two hun- 
dred million dollars. Called to address a Congressional 
committee on the peanut, he was given ten minutes for 
his speech; but he took so many peanut products from 
the box he had with him that the Senators were aston- 
ished. He talked for an hour and forty minutes, and still 
they asked him to go on. 

Edison, the famous inventor, heard of George Carver 
and offered him $50,000 a year to work for him. Many 
times Henry Ford offered him large sums to come to 
Dearborn, but he refused them all. He did not want 
money. He was satisfied to help people. A few years be- 
fore his death he gave all the money he had saved to 
found the George Washington Carver museum. Here, 
today, you can see some of the wonderful things he did 
in God’s Little Workshop; also, the tools he used there, 
such as a few broken bottles, a cup for a mortar, an ink- 
well with a wick stuffed in it for a Bunsen burner. With 
simple tools like these he made silk from the bark of 
poplar trees, rope from cornstalk fiber, paper from okra. 
Miracle after miracle came out of that little workshop, 
all because a boy wanted to work with God. 
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Then on January 5, 1943, all the world was shocked 
to learn that George Washington Carver had passed ` 
away. The little slave boy who worked so hard to go to 
school, then worked so hard with God in the little work- 
shop, was resting at last. Because he worked not for him- 
self but for others, his memory is cherished in every land 
on earth. By his unselfish service he blessed not only his 
own people but all his generation. 

And somehow I feel sure that God will be waiting for 
him with a greater and more beautiful workshop in that 
fair land where all who love Him will explore the won- 
ders of nature throughout eternity. 


CHARLES CAREY 


Connie Dropped on Her Knees in Front of the Bureau So That She 
Could Pull Out the Bottom Drawer More Easily 


STORY 11 


I simply can’t make it out,” said 

Aunt Bertha as she stood looking at her writing desk. 
“I know I left my fountain pen on the right side of the 
blotting paper. Now it is on the left side. Somebody has 
moved it.” 

Next day she found her handbag mirror on the win- 
dow sill. 

“Look at that!” she said to herself. “Somebody must 
be coming into my room and touching my things. I 
surely couldn’t have put the mirror on the window sill 
myself.” | 

Just then there was a knock on the door. 

“Come in!” she called. 

It was Connie, her niece, who had come to stay with 
her for the summer. : 

‘Just the one I wanted to see,” said Aunt Bertha. 
“Do you see that mirror on the window sill? Thats out 
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of my handbag. Have you any idea how it got there?” 

“Why, auntie,” said Connie innocently, “how should 
I know? You told me never to come in this room except 
when you are here.” 

“That’s right,” skd Aunt Bertha. “You may go any- 
where else in the house you like, but I don’t want any- 
one in here when I am out. I have things in here that I 
don’t want touched. But I am puzzled, Connie. Yester- 
day my fountain pen was moved. Today, unless I am 
very much mistaken, someone has been in my handbag. 
It’s all very strange.” 

“Yes, Aunt Bertha,” said Connie. “It is strange, isn’t 
it? I wonder who it could be?” 

“I don’t know,” said Aunt Bertha. “But if anyone 
has been in here I shall find out. I have my own ways of 
finding out.” | 

“Yes, Aunt Bertha,” said Connie. “Do you keep 
very special things in here?” 

“I do,” said Aunt Bertha. “Especially in the bottom 
drawer of that old bureau over there. I should be very 
sorry if anyone ever opened that when I was out.” 

“Yes, Aunt Bertha. I hope nobody does.” 

“Tt will be the worse for them if they do,” said Aunt 
Bertha. 

“I think Pll be running along now,” said Connie. 

“All right, dear. Good-by.” 

Connie walked slowly downstairs and out into the 
-yard to play. But she couldn’t play. One thought filled 
her mind. That bottom drawer! She had planned to 
- look inside it someday, but now that she knew it con- 
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tained something very special her longing to open it was 
almost more than she could stand. 

“I wonder what auntie keeps in there?” she kept 
saying to herself. “Maybe it’s a beautiful doll she had 
when she was a little girl. Maybe it’s some lovely dresses. 
Maybe it’s—jewels!”” 

Connie let her imagination run on and on until she 
felt she couldn’t rest until she had seen inside that bot- 
-tom drawer. She made up her mind that next time auntie 
went to town and left her room unlocked, she would 
go and look. 

It wasn’t the next day, or the next, for ifs what 
had happened to her pen and her handbag auntie was 
much more careful. For more than a week she remem- 
bered to lock her door every time she went out. 

Meanwhile Connie’s curiosity grew and grew. Again 
and again she crept silently to auntie’s door and turned 
the handle, only to find it would not open. 

“Oh, dear!” she said to herself one day. “Won’t she 
ever forget to lock it?” 

At last Aunt Bertha did forget. Then, as Connie 
quietly turned the handle, the door opened and she was 
inside! 

Straight to the bureau she went, dropping on her 
knees in front of it so that she could pull out the bottom 
drawer more easily. 

-= What excitement! This was the moment she had been 
waiting for all these days. Now at last she would find out 
what auntie was hiding there. At last she would know 
her great secret. So nervous was she that her hands trem- 
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bled. She could hardly hold the handles of the drawer. 
They rattled, and scared her. 

Now she pulled gently, and the drawer opened. 

It was packed full of bedding—blankets, a patch- 
work quilt, and a couple of pillows. 

Connie was bitterly disappointed. No doll, no fancy 
clothes, no jewels. Nothing but these very ordinary 
things. E 

“I think it was downright mean of her to say there 
was something special in here and get me all curious 
and excited,” Connie said to herself. “I wish I had never 
bothered to open it!” 

She shoved the drawer shut in disgust. As she did 
so, some feathers blew out. 

“Funny!” said Connie. “Where did they come from?” 

She opened the drawer again and noticed that the 
end of one of the pillows was open. Evidently Aunt 
Bertha had been working on it and had abuti it in here 
till she had time to finish it. 

Connie closed the drawer again. Puff! More feathers 
blew out. 

Then a dreadful thought came to her. “Auntie will 
see the feathers. I must gather them up and put them 
back.” 

So she started to pick up the feathers. When she had 
a handful she opened the drawer and dropped them in. 
But as she closed the drawer again more feathers blew 
out. 

Connie tried again. It was no use. No sooner did she 
put some feathers back in than more came out. 
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She began to get desperate, especially when she no- 
ticed that the draft from the window had blown some of 
the smaller, fluffer feathers all about the room. Not 
only were there some on the carpet, but others had blown 
-upon auntie’s desk and the settee. 
~~ “Oh, dear!” she cried. “TIl never get them all picked 
up before auntie comes back!” 

Once more she opened the drawer to put in a hand- 
ful and tried, ever so carefully, to close it without any 
coming out, But in vain. Another cloud of feathers came 
out: Se ae 
| Connie burst into tears. Just then the door opened 
and in walked auntie. 

“So!” she said. “It was you, after all. I was afraid so. 
And you found my special treasure too. I put it there 


: for you—or whoever might be looking through my things 


‘when I am out. I am very sorry, dear.” 

“So am I,” cried Connie. © 

“And now if you will pack your things, Connie, I 
will put you on the train for home this evening.” 

“But I don’t want to go home,” wailed Connie. “I 
want to stay with you.” | 

. “But little girls who cannot be trusted should be with 
their mothers,” said Aunt Bertha. 

And so it was that Connie’s vacation came to a 
sudden end. But, hard though it was, she learned a les- 
son that day. which she will never forget as long as she 
— lives. | 


Harry, Lester, and Jack Had Gone Camping in the Ozarks. Their Tent 
Was Pitched by a Stream in the Midst of a Small Forest 
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STORY 12 


I never go to a campfire story 
hour without somebody’s calling out, “Tell us a ghost 
story!” Then everybody else joins in and cries, "e do, 
tell us a ghost story!” 

Just why nice, clean, good children want to “bate 
ghost stories I have never been able to make out. And, 
of course, I have never told one—that is, not until I 
heard this one. But this is a nice, clean ghost story, and 
as it is absolutely true I am sure it will be all right to 
tell it. 

Harry, Lester, and Jack had gone camping in the 
Ozarks. Their tent was pitched by a stream in the midst 
of a small forest. They had their fishing rods with them, 
and their .22 rifles, and were having a wonderful time. 
Surely three boys were never happier than these lads. 
That is, until one night 

It was a moonlight night, with a strong breeze blow- 
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ing. Harry was in the camp getting supper ready, hop- 
ing the other two would hurry up and come home from 
their fishing trip. 

“If they don’t come soon,” he said to himself, “the 
supper will be spoiled. I can’t keep the fire going much 
longer with all this wind. I wonder what has happened 
to them?” . 

Two hours passed. It was very late now. Harry was 
beginning to get anxious. 

Suddenly the bushes parted and Lester and Jack 
came hurrying in. 

“What happened?” asked Harry. “You’re very late.” 

“We've got to get out of here at once!” cried Jack 
excitedly. “Let’s pack up right away and go.” 

“Why?” asked Harry. 

“We've seen a ghost,” said Jack. | 

“Yes, and i it was coming right toward us,” added 
Lester. 

“Fiddlesticks!””’ = Harry. “I don’t believe a word 
of it. What really kept you out so late?” 

“It was a ghost!” insisted Lester. “And it was right 
in our way. We couldn’t pass it. So we had to walk miles 
and miles to go around it. It was terrible, Harry; really 
it was.” 

“Now look here, you two,” said Harry. “What you 
need is a good supper. I’m afraid this food is all spoiled, 
but make the best of it. And you'll feel better after a 
night’s sleep.” 

“Sleep!” cried Jack. “I couldn’t sleep here. We’ve 
got to pack up and get away quick. Last time we saw it, 
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3 
it was coming this way. It may be here any minute now.” 
“Pull yourself together,” ordered Harry. “Take it 
from me, there is no ghost in this forest—never was and 
never will be. You must have been reading the funnies, 
or something. Now, have your supper. Then [’ll go with 
you and find this ghost.” 
“Oh, no, let’s not go back there again,” protested 
Lester. ““There’s no knowing what it might do to us.” 
= “Rubbish!” said Harry. “We’re going to find that 
ghost, or else. So eat your supper quickly.” | 
The two younger boys obeyed. They were very hun- 
ery. Even so, while they ate they kept looking anx- 
iously among the trees as though they expected the 
“ghost” to appear any minute. 
i Supper didn’t take long. In their nervousness they 
bolted it. 
“Do you know where you saw this ‘ghost’?” asked 
Harry. 
“Oh, yes,” said Lester. “We know exactly. We could 
take you to the place easily.” 
“leit tart’ . 
“Not more than a mile from here,” answered Jack. 
“Come on, then,” said Harry. “Lets get going.” 
‘Are you really going to look for it?” inquired Jack. 
“Do we have to come?” 
“Of course you have to come,” said Harry. 
| “May we bring our guns?” 
“If you want to,” said Harry. “But I’m not sure what 
good it would do to shoot a ghost.” 
Off they went, Harry in the lead, with Lester and 
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Jack trailing behind, didi guns gripped tightly in their 
hands. 

There was something eerie about the forest at this 
time of night, with the wind rustling the trees and bushes, 
and the moon making soft patches of light on the green- 
sward. Every crack of a twig, every cry of a frightened 
bird, sent cold shivers down the spines of the two younger 
boys. 

“Look out!” whispered Lester. “We’re nearly there. 
[ am sure we saw it somewhere near here.” 

“But if it was moving toward you,” said Harry, “how 
could you be sure it would be in the same place now?” 

“Don’t know,” said Lester, “but it stayed about here 
quite a while, and we had to go a long way round to 
pass it.” 

Suddenly Jack gave a gasp. 

“Th-th-there it is!” he cried. “Over there, on the 
right. It looks like an old woman in a white cape. Do 
you see it, Harry?” 

“Yes, I see it,” said Harry. “It certainly looks like an 
old woman, but I’m dead sure it isn’t a ghost.” 

“It must be a ghost,” whispered Jack. ‘‘Let’s go back! 
Let’s go home!” 

“Now, look here,” said Harry. “Take it easy. As 
I told you before, there’s no ghost in these woods. As for 
that being the ghost of an old woman, it is impossible. 
Dead people don’t come back as ghosts. Evil angels may 
appear in spiritist meetings, but they don’t come into 
God’s nice, clean woods. The Bible tells us that ‘the dead 
know not any thing,’ and that they have no part ‘in any 
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thing that is done under the sun.’ (Ecclesiastes 9:6.) 
What’s more, if we believe in God, we don’t need to be 
afraid of ‘ghosts,’ or anything else.” 

“B-b-but,” said Jack, his teeth chattering, “look at 
it. Look! It’s coming toward us now. Let’s run.” 

“I’m going over to see,” announced Harry. 

“Don’t!” cried Lester. 

“Tell be all right,” said Harry, striding toward the 
supposed ghost. _ | 

“We'll keep our guns ready in case it goes for you,” 
said Lester. 

“All right,” said Harry. “But don’t shoot. You are 
both so nervous you might hit me.” 

Harry strode on. Suddenly he gave a big laugh. 

“Come on, you two. Come and see your ‘ghost’!”’ 

“Isn’t it a ghost?” asked Jack. 

“What is it?” asked Lester. 

“Just the bark of a silver birch,” answered Harry. 
“For some reason or other a large piece of bark has come 
loose and is flapping about in the wind. When it blew 
your way, you thought the ‘ghost’ was coming toward 
you. Ha, ha! Let’s get back to camp and go to sleep.” 

They all walked back in silence. Lester and Jack were 
too ashamed of their fears to speak. In fact, that night 
was the last time they ever talked about ghosts. They 
knew now that Harry was right. They knew they should 
have trusted God and not been afraid. Never again 
would they let themselves be scared by a birch tree 
“ghost.” 
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STORY 13 


I remember him well. I suppose 
he must have been nine or ten years of age, but he looked 
to be seven—and acted like it. What a big opinion he did 
have of himself! He was always right, so he thought. 
And he simply couldn’t bear to be beaten. 

Poor Simmy! Being an only child, with no brothers 
or sisters, he had grown up to think that he was the only 
pebble on the beach and that nobody could do anything 
as well as he. So when he went to school he thought that 
he must always be first, that he must always win. 

Of course, things did not turn out that way. They 
never do. There were other boys there who could do 
things much better than Simmy. This made him mad. 
And when Simmy got mad he did a very strange thing. 
He went around kicking the shins of those who had 
beaten him! pos 

I can still see him doing it. Once he was on the los- 
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SIMMY THE SHIN KICKER SD 


ing side in a game of 
soccer. He played 
hard, but he lost, 
Then, instead of say- 
ing to the victors, 
“Well done; you 
played a wonderful 
game,” he ran atter 
them one by one and 
kicked their shins. 

As you can imag- 
ine, the other boys 
didn’t like it a bit. No- 
body likes having his 
shins kicked. It hurts. 
So they began to think 

ae ~ what they might do 

-4 Gepney Blayed: Monk, but He Toa about it. They put 

z their heads together, 

as one might say. And their heads looked toward the 
pond on the school grounds. 

“Tf Simmy kicks our shins again,” said one of the 
older boys, “I’m afraid we shall have to teach him a les- 
son he won’t forget.” 

Well, Simmy did do it again. I suppose he had done 
it so often, and got away with it, that he just couldn’t 
stop. 

This time it followed a game of hockey. Simmy was 
captain of his team and tried his very best to win, but 
he lost. The score was five goals to three, against him. 
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He was furious. As the game ended, he ran straight for 
the captain of the other side, and kicked him on the 
shins. It was a nasty, mean, cruel kick, and the other boy 
cried out in pain. Simmy was just going after another 
member of the winning team when he found himself 
surrounded by a group of boys, all angrier than he. 

“Come along, Simmy,” said one of them. “We have 
had enough of this. You are going to learn a little lesson 
somebody should have taught you a long time ago.” 

“Tm not coming; Pm not coming!” yelled Simmy, 
kicking out in all directions. “Let me alone!” 

But two boys grabbed his arms, and others, Haai 
his legs, and Simmy was hurried downhill to the pond. 

“One, two, three!” they cried, and in went shin- 
kicking Simmy. 

Splash! 

The pond wasn’t deep, and Simmy soon crawled out 
again, all wet and muddy. 

Suddenly the principal appeared on the scene. 

“What does this mean?” he asked sternly. 

“Simmy has been kicking shins again, sir, and———” 

“They threw me into the pond!” wailed Simmy. 
“They threw me in the pond!” 

“Change your clothes at once,” ordered the principal. 
“Then come to my office.” 

Simmy obeyed. 

“T don’t like the boys’ taking things into their own 
hands like this,” said the head when Simmy appeared 
before him, “but you asked for it, Simmy. It was coming 
to you. You cannot behave like this without getting into 
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trouble. One of the first lessons one has to learn in life 
is to be a good loser. Nobody can win all the time. There- 
fore one must learn to lose gracefully. That’s the first 
essential of good sportsmanship. When you lose in a race 
or a game, the first thing to do is to congratulate the 
winner. And the warmer your ‘Well done!’ the better 
everybody will like you. 

“To go around kicking people’s shins just because you 
have lost is a terrible thing to do. Suppose you were to go 
on like this all your life! People wouldn’t put up with you, 

any more than the boys who threw you into the pond. 
Probably you would land in jail. So, Simmy, you had 
better make up your mind that you have done your last 
shin kicking.” 

“Yes, sir,” said Simmy meekly. ' 5 

“And mind,” added the principal, “if I hear of one 
more incident like this, you will be sent ka 

“Yes, sir.’ 

“And may I take it you will try to be a good loser 
from now on?” 

“PI try, sir,” said Simmy. 

Simmy did try. Often he was tempted to go back into 
his old bad habit, but when he felt his foot getting ready 
to kick he remembered the pond and the principal’s good 
advice, and didn’t. 


CHARLES CAREY 


“There’s the Greenhouse Over There,’ Said the Visitor. ‘I Don’t Suppose 
Anybody, Would Mind if We Were to Shoot at Some of the Panes in It’ 


STORY 14 


F there was one thing Benny 
wanted more than anything else in the world, it was a 
BB gun. Unfortunately for him, father did not agree 
with him. In fact, father was very much opposed to hav- 
ing BB guns, or any other kind of guns, around the 
house. But Benny was persistent. 

“Father,” he said one day, “do you think I might 
have a BB gun for my birthday? PII be eleven then, so 
Pll know how to be very careful with it.” 

“Now look, Benny,” said father, “do we have to go 
all over this again? Once for all, I do not want any guns 
about this place.” 

“But a BB gun isn’t really a gun,” said Benny. “‘It’s 
only a toy, and perfectly harmless.” | 

“A person can do a lot of damage even with a BB 
gun,” said father. 

“Oh, but I wouldn’ ridi iid Benny. “Pd z very, very 
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careful with it, really I would. I’d only fire at a target in 
the yard.” 

“Pm sorry,” said father. “Perhaps when you are 
older 

“Oh, come on, Father,” wheedled Benny. “Do let 
me have one. It’s the only thing I want for my birthday.” 

So he kept on, day in, day out. Finally father decided 
to take him at his word and trust him with the gun. 
“But,” he said, as Benny opened the package on his 
birthday, “I am counting on you to be very careful with 
it. Never point it at anyone, and never shoot at anything 
except the target.” 

“Of course!” cried Benny in the first flush of joy 
and excitement. “Pll always be careful, as I told you. 
You don’t need to worry for a moment. Oh, thank you, 
Father. It’s a beauty!” | 

For some days Benny kept the BB gun fined on the 
target in the yard. Indeed, he became very skilled at 
hitting the bull’s eye. But after awhile a target seemed 
a very ordinary thing to shoot at. So he found an old — 
© bottle and shot at that till it broke to pieces. Then he 
found another and shot at that. Next he got an old, 
cracked cup from the kitchen, and a flower pot from 
the greenhouse. Pretty soon he had quite a pile of broken 
glass and pottery beside his target. 

Then one day one of his friends came to visit him, 
and they took turns at shootinge—first at the target, then 
at more old bottles. But soon the supply of bottles ran 
out, and they looked around for something else at which - 
they might shoot. 
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“There’s the greenhouse over there,” said the visitor. 
“Tt looks like an old wreck to me. I don’t suppose any- 
body would mind if we were to shoot at some of the 
panes in it—at the back, of course, where they won’t 
be seen.’ 

“I don’t know about that,” said Benny. “I am not 
sure what my Father would say. Perhaps I had better 
ask him this evening. Then, if he doesn’t mind is 

“Oh, come on,” coaxed the other boy. “You don’t 
have to ask about a little thing like that. The greenhouse 
is breaking up of itself, so we won’t be doing any damage. 
Think of the fun we'll have shooting out all those dirty 
old panes.” 

Benny yielded. The shooting began. First one, then 
the other. 

“Ping!” went the little bullet. 

“Tinkle, tinkle,” went the glass as it showered down 
on the greenhouse floor. | 

Benny got bolder. He shot again and again. So did 
the other boy. 

“That’s ten panes gone,” said Benny. “Maybe that’s 
enough for now.” 

“Oh, no,” said the other boy. “It’s lots of fun. Let’s 
finish this side.” 

So the work of destruction went on. 

“Ping!” 

“Tinkle, tinkle!” 

Twenty-three panes had been shot out before a fa- 
miliar figure appeared around the corner of the green- 
house to find out just what was going on. 
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‘That gun, please,” said father very sternly. 

“Oh, but——” stuttered Benny. ‘We—er—just 
thought it was an old place you didn’t want, and that— 
er—you wouldn’t mind.” 

“I mind very much,” said Father. “First, because 
you broke your promise to shoot only at the target; and 
second, because I was just going to rebuild this green- 
house, and you have put me to a lot of needless trouble 
and expense. This is the last you will see of this BB gun, 
and you will have to pay for the damage out of your 
pocket money.” 

In vain Benny pleaded and poe and wheedled. 
But this time father meant what he said. Nothing would 
change his mind now. So Benny, with much sighing and 
groaning, paid for replacing the broken windows. As he 
did so, he had plenty of time to reflect on the costliness 
and folly of breaking promises. 


STORY 15 


Thai story about Benny and the 
BB gun reminds me of another one very much like it, 
about a boy I will call Byron. He had a BB gun, too, 
very much against his mother’s wishes. To be quite cor- 
rect, it would be better to say he once had a BB gun, 
for he had got into such a lot of trouble shooting at the 
neighbors’ dogs and cats—and windows! that mother 
had taken it away and hidden it. 

“That gun gives me so much worry,” she had said, 
“that I wish we had never bought it for you. Now I 
shall look after it until you have learned to be more 
careful.” 

Byron was very much upset. He thought he was quite 
old enough to be trusted with such a simple toy as a 
BB gun. It didn’t worry him that the neighbors became 
angry when one of their windowpanes was cracked, or 
when their prize poodle ran home yelping because it had 
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Little Brother, Creeping Up Behind, and Always Eager for Mischief, 
Pulled the Trigger 
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been shot in a tender spot. That was all part of the fun, 
he thought. If there was any bill to pay, well, somebody 
else paid it anyway. 

The longer he was without his gun, the more he 
wanted it again. He begged and he pleaded for it, but 
mother was very firm. 

“No,” she said, “Not yet. I have had enough trouble 
over this gun to last me a long time. I have put it away 
in a safe place, and there it is going to stay.” 

Then Bryon began to search for it. High and low 
he looked, peering into every cupboard and closet where 
he thought mother might have hidden it, but in vain. 
When mother wasn’t looking, he crept up into the attic, 
then down into the cellar, but there was no BB gun to 
be seen. Where could it be? 

One day he was in the garage and, looking up, he 
saw something round and black just showing over the 
edge of one of the joists. It was his BB gun! Looking 
round to make sure he was not seen, he climbed up, took 
down the gun, and made off toward the woods, where he 
thought he would do some shooting as he used to do. 

So pleased was Byron to have his gun again that he 
did not notice he was being followed. But he was. Some- 
one had seen him! It was Jock, his little brother, who was 
now hurrying after him, trying to catch up. 

Byron was not walking very fast, and was absorbed 
in the joyful task of loading his gun, slowly pushing the 
BB pellets into the muzzle with his right forefinger. 

“Twenty-one, twenty-two, twenty-three,” he counted 
slowly as he sauntered along. 


90 THE CHILDREN’S HOUR 


Then something terrible happened. 

Little brother, creeping up behind, and always eager 
for mischief, pulled the trigger. There was a “piff!” then 
a scream. 

“Ouch!” cried Byron, flinging away the gun in his 
pain. “Oh, my finger, my finger!” — 

“What’s the matter?” asked little brother, looking 
very worried. “What has happened?” 

“Happened!” cried Byron. “Look at my finger!” 

It was a terrible sight, with blood running all over it. 

“I didn’t mean to,” cried little brother. “I didn’t think 
the gun would be cocked.” 

“I didn’t know it was cocked,” moaned Byron. “I 
never cocked it. Oh dear, oh dear! It hurts terribly.” 

“Pll run and tell mother,” cried little brother. 

Byron’s face changed. 

“Oh, no, you won’t,” he objected. “Mother is not 
to know anything about this. Do you understand?” 

“Why not?” 

“You ought to know. I wasn’t supposed to have the 
gun today, but I found it in the garage. You won’t tell, 
will you?” 

“All right, I promise,” said little brother. 

Then they went home. Mother, of course, wanted 
to know why Byron’s finger was all wrapped up, but 
he made light of it. “Only a scratch,” he said. But that 
did not ease his pain. How it ached all that night, and 
all the next day and the next night! 

Sometimes he thought he would go to mother and 
confess everything to her. But he was afraid. He knew 
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he had done wrong, and did not want to face the conse- 
quences. | 

How much better it would have been if he had owned 
up right away! But he didn’t. He kept the secret to him- 
self for weeks and months and years. Yet he could not 
keep it forever. No one ever can. Of one thing we can 
always be sure that sooner or later our sin will find us out. 

Five years passed. Byron was now in his teens. He 
had found a job—his first job—and was very proud of 
it. But no sooner had he started to work than his finger 
began to swell. It became so tender that he couldn’t use 
his hand at all. Then he went to the doctor, and the 
doctor said he had an infection in it. Something was 
festering inside. 

There was nothing else to do but have the AOM 
-lanced. And what do you suppose the doctor found 
inside? Yes, that same BB pellet which had been shot into 
the finger on that far-off day when Byron had tried to 
deceive his mother. 

There was no point in keeping the secret any longer 
now. Byron took the pellet home and told mother all 
about it. | 

“What a fool I was!” he said to her. “How much I 
suffered just because I was afraid to confess I had done 
wrong!” 

“We should never hide sin,” said mother. “It never 
pays. Hidden sin always. brings trouble. Better far to 
remember the precious promise: ‘If we confess our sins, 
He is faithful and just to forgive us our sins, and to 
cleanse us from all unrighteousness.’ ” 


CHARLES CAREY 


“Thank You,’ Said Verna, Feeling in Her Pocket for the Money. 
Alas! It Was Not There. The Pocketbook Had Vanished 


STORY 16 


Moer was sick in bed, father was 
away at work, and there was only Verna, not quite nine 
years old, to look after everything at home. 

The doctor had just been to see mother, and had said 
she was to have a certain kind of medicine. But how 
was she to get it? She couldn’t go to the drugstore her- 
self. Obviously Verna must go. 

“Would you go to the drugstore for me?” asked 
mother. “It’s quite a long way for you, all by yourself, 
but 5 

“Of course I will,” said Verna. “PIL be glad to go.” 

“Well, here’s the money,” said mother, “and do be 
careful with it. See, I am putting it in a little pocketbook 
so you can carry it safely.” 

“Five dollars!” cried Verna, looking at the bill selena 
was putting in the pocketbook. “You have never trusted 
me with so much before.” 


93 


94 | THE CHILDREN’S HOUR 


“I have nothing smaller,” said mother. “And I know 
you will look after it. It means a great deal to us just now, 
with father earning so little, and now all this expense 
for my illness.” 

“TIL be very careful with it,” promised Verna, start- 
ing off for the drugstore. Arrived there, she handed the 
prescription to the druggist and waited for him to make 
it up. Soon it was ready. | 

‘That will be sixty-five cents,” he said, handing the 
package over the counter. 

“Thank you,” said Verna, feeling in her pocket for 
the money. Alas! The pocketbook had vanished! 

Blushing to the roots of her hair, she felt for it again 
and again, but all in vain. Then she looked around on 
the floor and the counter, but it was nowhere to be seen. 

Fearful that the druggist would not let her have the 
medicine if she told him what had happened, she looked 
up as bravely as she could and said, “TIl be back in a few 
minutes,’ and hurried out with the package. 

Then the awful truth hit her with full force. She had 
lost the money! 

“Five dollars!” she said to herself. “Five precious 
dollars that mother needs so much. And she trusted me 
with it! What will she say? What will father say?” 

Tears began to roll down her cheeks as she retraced 
her steps all the long way home. Through her tears she 
looked and looked for the lost pocketbook, but it was 
nowhere to be found. Again and again she prayed, 
“Please, dear Jesus, help me to find the money. Mother 
needs it so much.” But she did not find it. 
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At last she reached home and, crying as if her heart 
would break, she dragged her weary feet upstairs into 
mother’s bedroom. | 

“What is it, dear?” asked mother tenderly. “What 
has happened?” 

“Tve lost it! P’ve lost it!” wailed Verna. 

“Not the five dollars!” 

“Yes, the five dollars.” Verna wept yet more bitterly. 
“And I’ve prayed and prayed and prayed that Jesus 
would help me find it, and He hasn’t.” 

Then mother began to cry too. “Come here, darling,” 
she said; “let us pray together.” 

So, locked in each other’s arms, they cried and 
prayed. Mother told Jesus how much she needed that 
money and asked that, if it were His will, He would re- 
store it to them. 

By and by mother said, “Verna dear, we must not 
only pray; we must believe and act. Now I want you to 
go back to the drugstore again. Search every yard of 
the way.” | 

“But I have searched everwhere protested 
Verna. | 

“I know; but look again,” urged saen “I believe 
God will help you find the money.” 

Thus encouraged, Verna set out once more; but as 
she walked on and on, and there was no sign of the 
pocketbook, her tears began to flow again. 

The wind was blowing hard and she had her head 
bent low, looking this side and that. Then, as she crossed 
the school playground, which was a short cut to the 
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drugstore, she noticed a man pass by. She did not see 
his face, because her head was down; she saw only his 
feet and legs. But when he had passed, in the very place 
where he had walked, she saw it! The lost pocketbook! 

Picking it up, she cried out in sheer delight, “Thank 
you, Jesus, thank you!” 

In the letter that she wrote to tell me about it, Verna 
said, “My heart felt as though it would surely fly out of 
my breast. I cried for joy. And when I got back and told 
mother, we both didn’t know how to thank God 
enough.” 

This was the best medicine mother ever had. Better 
far than that which Verna had bought at the drugstore. 
Just to know that Jesus had answered Verna’s prayer 
did her a world of good. As for Verna, though she has 
had many wonderful experiences since that day, this 
stands out in her memory as the most wonderful of all. 
As long as she lives she will never forget how Jesus helped 
her find the missing money which mother had trusted to 
her care. 


STORY 17 


| Steve came home from school 
about as blue as a boy could be. As soon as he stepped 
in the kitchen door, mother knew that something was 
the matter. ) 

“What’s gone wrong?” she asked, as Steve slumped 
into a chair. 

“TIes that Walker boy again.” 

“Why, what’s he done now?” asked mother. 
“Qh, nothing,” answered Steve slowly. “They voted 
him in as school leader today.” 

“So?” said mother. “Were you hoping for that your- 
self?” 

“Wouldn’t have minded,” said Steve. “But there, 
Jimmy Walker’s got ‘pull,’ or something. I wouldn’t 
stand a chance.” 

“Are you sure he has ‘pull’?” asked mother. 

“No, but I suppose he has,” said Steve. “Maybe he’s 
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related to one of the teachers, or takes candy to the 
principal on the quiet.” 

“I don’t think so,” said mother. “It could be, you 
know, that he deserved the job. He’s a nice boy and a 
very hard worker.” 

“Oh, I know,” said Steve, “but is 

“TI tell you something,” said mother. “T believe there 
are reasons why some people get promoted and some 
don’t. Of course, sometimes unfair things are done, but 
generally there’s a good reason why a boy or a girl gets 
to be top of the class or captain of the ball team. There are 
certain secrets of success, and they apply whether you 
are in school or at play or at work.” 

“Pd like to know what they are.” 

“PII tell you,” said mother. “There are five of them. 
First of all, there is faithfulness in little things. By that I 
mean doing everything well, being faithful in the duty 
of the moment, whatever it happens to be. You remem- 
ber that Jesus said, ‘He that is faithful in that which is 
‘least is faithful also in much.’ And when He told the 
parable of the talents He made the ruler say to the man 
who had done his best with the five talents: ‘Well done, 
thou good and faithful servant: thou hast been faithful 
over a few things, I will make thee ruler over many 
things.’ You must be faithful in the ‘few things,’ if you 
want to be in charge of ‘many things.’ ” 

Steve looked sober. He knew his weakness well. 

“Once upon a time,” mother went on, “a sculptor 
was working on a statue which was to stand in a niche 
in a church wall. As he worked, the thought came to him, 
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If the back of this statue is never going to be seen by 
anybody, why should I take the trouble to finish it off 
carefully? Then he remembered that God would see it, 
and he continued his work until the statue, both back 
and front, was as perfect as he could make it. 

“So if we want to get on, Steve, if we want to be 
given the best jobs, we must do everything well. We must 
work and study as though God were watching us all the 
time. Those who are unfaithful in little things can never 
be trusted with greater things.” 

“Well, I do my best, don’t 1?” 

“Sometimes,” said mother. “But many times you say, 
- ‘Oh, I’m not interested,’ and the result is very shoddy 
work. To succeed, we have to make up our minds to do 

everything well, even the jobs in which we are not in- 
terested—the humdrum, routine jobs that don’t have 
any glitter to them. 

“Someone has said that the mark of a genius is care 
for detail. It is the careless beginner who says, ‘That 
doesn’t matter.’ The expert says, ‘Everything matters.’ 
This is the first secret of success.’ | 

“What’s the second one?” asked Steve. 

“Hard work,” replied mother. 

“Oh!” groaned Steve. 

“But it is, just the same,” said mother. “Too many 
boys and girls want to get to the top these days the easy 
way. They don’t want to pay the price—and the price is 
hard work. By hard work I mean working as though you 
are blind and deaf to everything else until you are 
through.” 
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“But I work hard.” said Steve. 

“Now and then,” said mother. “But you know, Steve, 
you do let all sorts of things interrupt you.” 

Steve smiled. He knew mother was right. 

“PIL tell you,” continued mother, “to succeed one 
needs to be so absorbed with the task in hand that he 
doesn’t notice what is going on around him. That’s when 
things get done. And that leads me to the third secret, 
persistence.” | 

“What’s that?” 

“Sticking to it. Working hard for a little while, then 
taking things easy, isn’t enough. You have to keep on 
going on, no matter what happens. I like that little poem 
—I don’t know who wrote it—which says: 


* Tt isn’t the half-way mark that shows 
How the runners are coming in; 
For the leaders may fail, but no one knows 


Who is finally going to win. 


“ “Tt’s the power of sticking at any cost 
That measures the winner’s class. 
It’s his nerve when the race seems 
almost lost; 
It’s the grit and reserve he has. 


“ *Tt’s the finish that tells how the race 
is run! 
It’s the spurt at the end of the grind; 
And many a worth-while prize is won 
By the stayer who comes from behind.’ 
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“Thats what it takes to win, Steve,” said mother. 
“We must never give up. If we want to have success and 
get to the top, we must keep everlastingly at it. There’s 
no other way.” 

“Well, what’s the next secret?” asked Steve. 

“Diligence,” said mother, “by which I mean, mak- 
ing the most of time. Time is our most priceless pos- 
session. Ít is far more valuable than money. We should 
regard every moment as a precious gift from God. 

“If you were to go to the mint sometime—the place 
where the government makes coins—you would see that 
every piece of metal is carefully weighed as it is carried 
from room to room, lest any be lost. In factories where 
the more costly metals are used, such as platinum, even 
the fumes are collected, to make sure that none of the 
expensive stuff gets away. Even the workmen’s overalls 
are washed and the water analyzed. 

“But time is more precious than gold or platinum, 
and we should be just as careful to see that we do not 
waste it. If you valued every moment of your day at, 
say, $100, how you would watch the moments and make 
the most of them!” | 

“Nobody would pay me that much,” said Steve, who 
had an eye to business. 

“T don’t suppose they would,” said mother. “Cer- 
tainly not at your age. But moments are mighty precious 
just the same. They are worth more than any money you 
could get for them, because of what you can build into 
your character as they pass.” 

“Any more secrets?” asked Steve, with half a smile. 
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“Just one more,” said mother. “And that’s gracious- 
ness—the art of being kind and friendly to others. This 
is perhaps the most important of all the secrets. For it 
is possible to be faithful and hard working and persistent 
and diligent and yet be left behind because of an un- 
pleasant disposition.” | 
Steve looked very solemn at this, for he knew mother 
had “touched the spot.” | 

“How much it means,” mother went on, “to have 
someone near who is easy to get on with! Who isn’t for- 
ever finding fault and grumbling. Who isn’t forever be- 
ing suspicious about others and picking quarrels over 
nothing. You remember Daniel? Why was he promoted 
above all ‘the presidents and princes’? Because ‘an ex- 
cellent spirit was in him.’ Daniel 6:3.” 

“You know, Mother,” said Steve, “Tm beginning to 
‘get an idea about Jimmy Walker.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“I mean—er—why they elected him leader of the 
school. Come to think of it, he is just that sort of fel- 
low. So nice and friendly with everybody. A ‘swell guy’.” 

“There you have it!” smiled mother. “He succeeded 
because he followed the principles of true success.” 

“Perhaps he knows your five secrets,” suggested 
Steve. n T i walk 

“I don’t know,” said mother. “I never told him. But, 
Steve, you know them now. And you can succeed, too,” 

Steve’s eyes lighted up as he cried, “You’re right, 
Mother. [ll try. Maybe next year they’ll choose me!” 


HARRIS AND EWING 


The Great Sculptor, Mr. James E. Fisher, Carefully Puts a Few Finishing 
Touches to His Statue of Justice in Washington, D.C. 
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Through Galileo’s Telescope They Could See the Streets of Padua, 
Twenty Miles Away, and People Walking in Them 


STORY 18 


L. all began in church. Forgetting 
the music and the prayers, a boy kept his eyes fixed on a - 
swinging lamp. Someone had just lit it, then let it swin 
free on its chain. | | 

As the lamp swung to and fro, young Galileo noticed 
that it took as long to swing in a wide arc as inia small 
arc. Not having a watch, he timed it with his pulse and 
found he was right. This was a new thought. He had al- 
ways supposed it would take longer for a pendulum to 
cover the greater distance. 


As soon as he got home from church that day, he 
fixed up a pendulum of his own, set it going, and found 


that it worked the same way. Then he made more pendu- 
lums of different lengths and weights, hanging them from 
ceiling beams and boughs of trees till his family thought 
he must be crazy. But he proved his point. And this 
started him on the highroad to many another discovery. 
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Galileo loved to experiment. He wouldn’t accept 
anybody else’s say-so, but set himself to prove things for 
himself. | 

In his day it was taught in the schools that if two 
weights were dropped from a high place, the heavier 
would hit the ground first. Galileo questioned it. Then 
he tried dropping weights from high places, and found 
it wasn’t true. All weights released together hit the 
ground at the same time. But nobody would believe him. 

One day he persuaded a group of university profes- 
sors to go with him to the top of the famous leaning tower 
of Pisa. From there he dropped a ten-pound weight and 
a one-pound weight together. Both hit the ground exactly 
at the same moment. The professors were amazed, but 
preferred to believe their books to their eyes! 

In 1609 Galileo made his greatest discovery. In this 
_ year a rumor reached him that a Dutch spectaclemaker’s 
assistant, holding two glass lenses a foot or so apart, had 
noticed that they made things appear larger. Immediately 
Galileo set out to prove whether the story was true. He 
set up two lenses a foot apart and got the same result. 
Then he took larger lenses, put them together, and made 
the first telescope. 

-News about his invention soon spread, but many 
people scoffed and said it couldn’t be so. Then Galileo 
took his telescope to the top of the Campanile, the highest 
building in Venice. With him went many of the leading 
people of the city, including senators, all clothed in rich 
robes as though attending an important ceremony. What 
they saw astounded them. Through Gallileo’s telescope 
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they could see the streets of Padua, twenty miles away, 
and people walking in them. A ship fifty miles away 
seemed no farther than five miles. Again and again they 
looked through the telescope and marveled. 

After that Galileo began making telescopes for sale. 
People from all over Europe bought them. The one he 
made specially for himself he called the “Old Discov- 
erer.” It made objects appear thirty-three times nearer. 

One night—and that was a very great night in his- 
tory—he turned his telescope upon the heavens. The 
glorious scene startled him. Instead of seeing just a few 
stars, such as can be seen by the naked eye, he saw thou- 
sands upon thousands of them. The Milky Way, which 
most people had thought of as a misty veil, was revealed 
as a gorgeous band of stars. Suddenly he realized that the 
universe was not merely the earth, the sun, the moon, 
and a few pin points of light called stars, but something 
infinitely greater and more marvelous. The darkness of 
space was lit with blazing orbs as far as human eye could 
see! 

Galileo turned his telescope upon Jupiter and found 
that the three bright stars on a line with it were not stars 
at all, but moons, moving around the planet, even as our 
moon moves around the earth. 

Looking at the sun through darkened lenses, he saw 
a great ball of fire, with dark clouds moving over it that 
we call sunspots today. He noticed, too, that the sun was 
moving on its axis, just as the earth does. 

This was too wonderful. His heart was thrilled. He 
longed to tell others, and did so. But again many would 
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not believe him. Church leaders told him he must be mis- 
taken. It was all so different from what they had always 
believed that they were sure he couldn’t be right. They 
had him arrested and put in prison so he would not teach 
his “false” ideas. 

-But Galileo was right, and he knew it. He knew, too, 
that others would look through the telescopes he had 
built, and prove that he was right. | 

And so, of course, it turned out. As years and cen- 
turies rolled by, bigger and bigger telescopes were built, 
each one not only proving that what Galileo taught was 
true, but also revealing that the universe is far greater 
than even he imagined. 

Recently you have read about the 200-inch telescope 
on Mount Palomar in southern California, the largest 
telescope ever built. Someone—perhaps your school- 
teacher—will tell you how it helps astronomers to peer 
billions of miles into space, and how it has revealed many 
new wonders in the skies about us. When this happens, 
remember Galileo, the boy who watched the swinging 
lamp in church and who, by inventing the telescope, 
opened up the secrets of God’s marvelous universe and 
brought heaven nearer to earth. 


STORY 19 


Meher was very sick, so sick, in 
fact, that she had to rest most of the time. Sometimes she 
would lie down on the couch in the living room, and 
sometimes in her bed upstairs. 

To ease her pain she had a heat lamp. You are the 
kind I mean. You plug it into the wall socket just like 
any other electric lamp, but it gives off heat instead of 


light. 

mother turned it on and off as she felt she feeda i it. 
Hilda, of course, was told that she must never touch it 
under any circumstances. 

Then one day when mother had gone upstairs to 
rest in bed, Hilda thought she would like to find out why 
mother liked the heat lamp so much. So she lay down 
on the couch, just as mother did, and switched on the 
lamp. It was so easy, just like switching on a light. 
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Soon the Heat Began to Come, and Hilda Thought It Was Great Fun. 
So Very Nice and Comforting 


Soon the heat began to come, and Hilda thought it 
was very nice and comforting. No wonder mother used 
it so often! But by and by the lamp got too hot, so Hilda 
switched it off. Then a little while later she switched it 
on again. Then off again. Then on again. 
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It was great fun. And so very, very simple that she 
couldn’t imagine why mother had told her so sternly that 
she must never touch it. 

Presently she grew tired of her little game, and de- 
cided she would go outside and play at something else. 
How long she stayed in the yard, I do not know, but 
when at last she returned she noticed a strange smell in 
the living room. A cloud was rising from the couch. 

“Tes steam!” she cried. “No, it’s smoke. It’s burning 
my eyes. Oh, dear, the couch must be on fire!” 

“Mamma!” she cried. “The couch is on fire! The 
living room is full of smoke.” 
| Poor mamma, who was supposed not to be disturbed 

by anything or anybody, got out of bed and hurried 
downstairs. At once she saw what was the matter and, 
picking up the burning cushions, flung them outside. 
Then she drew a pailful of water and threw it over the 
blazing couch. Then another and another until the fire 
was out. “et 23 

At last they were able to look at the damage. In the 
couch itself there was a hole as big as your head. The 
cover was completely spoiled, and so were the blankets 
and sheets which mother had been using there. As for 
the heat lamp, it was ruined. 

Just then daddy drove up in his car. 

“Whatever is the matter?” he cried as, smelling 
smoke, he rushed indoors. “How did this happen?” 

“I don’t know,” said mother. “I know I switched off 
the lamp before I went upstairs. I am always most care- 
ful about that.” 
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“Then someone must have switched it on after you 
left. Who could have done it?” 

Suddenly both daddy and mother looked at Hilda, 
and she felt as small and frightened as a little mouse. 
In fact, she wished she were a mouse so she could run 
down a hole and hide herself. 

From the blushes on her face, daddy and mother 
knew immediately who had done it. 

“Hilda!” said daddy sternly. 

“Tm sorry, said Hilda, beginning to cry. “I was only 
playing.” 

“Playing!” said father. “Playing with fire! Playing 
with electricity! That’s the most foolish and dangerous 
thing you could do. You might have burned the house 
down. You might have burned up poor mother in her 
bed.” 

At this Hilda covered her face with her hands and 
sobbed. | 

“Im sorry—very sorry,” she wept. “I didn’t mean 
to. And PII never, never play with ’tricity any more.” 

“I hope you never will,” said daddy, “and I am go- 
ing to help you remember.” 

Daddy “helped” in his own forceful way, and Hilda 
resolved she would always mind her mother in the future. 

Although Hilda is grown up now, she told me she 
has never forgotten the lesson which the heat lamp 
burned into her heart that day. | 
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STORY 20 


|: you are wondering what the 
long word minimizing means, let me tell you right away. 
It means making things seem smaller, “to reduce to the 
smallest possible,” as the dictionary puts it. 

And that’s just what Milton did all the time. Not 
about the things he did, of course. These he magnified to 
the limit. But when it came to what his sister did, or what 
the other boys and girls at school did, why, he minimized 
them as much as he could. He seemed to hate giving 
-credit to anybody except himself. 

If another boy made a big hit at baseball, he would 
say, “Oh, well, it really wasn’t much, you know; I’ve 
seen plenty of bigger hits than that.” But if he made a 
big hit, why, he came home saying, “The ball would 
have gone clear over the grandstand—if there had been a 
grandstand there.” 

If a girl in his class got an A grade in some subject, 


113 


4 + THE CHILDREN’S HOUR 


he would say, “Just a bit of luck. I expect she'll get C’s or 
D’s in everything else. She’s not much of a student, any- 
way.” But if he got an A grade, why, you would think 
he had won an M.A. or a Ph.D. by the fuss he made 
about it. “Why, Dad,” he would say, “that was the 
hardest examination teacher ever gave. In fact, they say 
-it was the hardest ever given in the history of the school.” 

It was always the same. Magnifying what he did, 
minimizing what everybody else did. 

One day father picked up a drawing that was lying 
on the living room table. “Who drew this?” he asked. 
“Mighty fine job. We must have a budding artist in the 
family. Did you do it, Milton?” . 

“Aw, no. That was Sis. It’s not too o bad. But I guess 
she traced it.’ 

“I did not!” cried Sis, coming in at that moment. 
“I drew it all by myself, Father.” 

“Tm sure you did,” said father. “And it’s good, very 
good. Congratulations, dear. You must keep it up. One 
day you may become a famous artist.” 

“She a famous artist!” scoffed Milton. “Ha, ha! That 
would be something. She with her little itsy-bitsy drawing 
book scribblings.”’ 

“Now look here, Milton,” said father. “I’m getting 
tired of the way you minimize everything that everybody 
else does.” 

“But I don’t,” said Milton. 

“Oh, yes you do,” said father. “Just listen to your- 
self for a few minutes and see if I’m not right. Then listen 
to the Jones boy. He is always trying to say something 
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“You Know, Sis,’ He Said, ‘There Is Something Good About Your 
Pictures. Really, I Like Them” 


nice about other people. You never hear him say a thing 
about himself.” 

“Aw, he’s a sissy,” said Milton. “He’s no good at 
baseball or 3 

“There you go again,” said father. “Just as I told 
you. I cannot mention anybody’s name to you but what 
you run him down and find fault with what he does. As 
it happens, the Jones boy isn’t a sissy. He is a very fine 
lad and a perfect gentleman. And that means much more 
than being able to knock a ball about.” 

Milton was silent. He was thinking. Could father 
be right? Was he always minimizing? 

“Milton,” said father, “why not try magnifying for 
a few days and see what happens? I don’t mean magnify- 
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ing what you do, but magnifying what other people do. 
I think everybody would like it a lot.” 

“Maybe he could begin on me,” said Sis, with an 
impish little smile. “Pd like it.” 

“That would be hard!” exclaimed Milton. 

Yet it wasn’t so hard as he had supposed. The next 
time Sis drew a picture, and he was about to say all sorts 
of cutting things about it, he changed his mind. 

“You know, Sis,” he said, “there is something good 
about your pictures. Really, I like them. You’ve got a 
gift, and no mistake. Maybe father’ s right, and you will 
be a great artist someday.” 

Sis was so taken aback that He nearly slipped off 
her chair. It was too much to take all at once. 

“Milton!” she cried happily. “Did you mean that? 
Really? Why, that’s the nicest thing you ever said to me!” 

Without another word she jumped up and kissed 
him on the cheek. 

Now it was Milton’s turn to be surprised. He hadn’t 
thought Sis could be so nice to him. It was wonderful. 
Then and there he decided to do a little more “magnify- 
ing.” He would try it on father and mother and the boys 
and girls at school. He did, and it worked every time. 

By and by people began to say, “What a change has 
come over Milton! He has stopped bragging about him- 
self and is always saying nice things about others. He’s 
a ‘swell guy!’ We like him.” 

Father’s idea is a good-one for every boy and girl to 
follow. Let’s stop our minimizing and start magnifying 
right away! 


STORY 21 


Such a funny name he had! Not 
George or Henry or Tommy, but Squanto. Fancy giving 
a boy a name like that! But then, you see, he was an 
Indian. 

As a boy Squanto grew up in a beautiful land of 
forests and streams which later became known as New 
England. All his friends were Indians. Now and then 
he had seen white people, but he did not like them. In 
fact, he was afraid of them. They were cruel. They came 
in big ships, with lots of sails, and they would come ashore 
shooting, looting, and kidnaping people to take away as 
slaves. | 

Whenever Squanto saw one of the white man’s ships 
anchor off shore, he would hide in the woods. But one 
day he too was caught and, with several other Indians, 
was carried away to a place the white men called Europe. 
That was in the year 1605, and for ten years Squanto 
did not see his home or his people again. 
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In 1618 Squanto Was Kidnaped for the Third Time and 
Taken to England 


hose were sad years for Squanto. How he longed 
for his home! All the time he kept thinking how he might 
get back there again. Then, in 1615, finding a ship bound 
for America, he arranged with the captain to put him 
off as close as possible to where he used to live. 

How happy he was to be home again, to see his friends 
and the place he loved so well! But his happiness did not 
last long. Only a few months later he was kidnaped 
again and, after another long trip to Europe, sold into 
slavery at Malaga, in Spain. 

But he was determined to get back to his native coun- 
try, and one day he escaped and got on board a ship that 
was sailing for England. Finally, after many adventures, 
he reached America once more. 
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= But only a little while later, in 1618, he was kidnaped 
again and taken to England. So great was his longing 
for home, however, that he again escaped from his cap- 
tors, and by the following summer he was back in New 
England. This time, however, there was no glad home- 
coming. No-one was there to greet him. Everybody was 
dead. All his relatives and friends, his whole tribe, had 
been wiped out by a pestilence. He was the sole survivor. 

If anybody had good reason to hate white people, 
surely it was Squanto. Yet he it was who showed them 
the greatest kindness in their time of need. 

One day—it was December 22, 1620—another ship 
anchored in the bay near his home. Indians watched 
anxiously from the shelter of the trees. Perhaps Squanto 
watched too. Again white men were coming. But they 
had women and children with them—and a baby! Could 
it be they were coming to stay? They were. 

Squanto, who could speak English well, thanks to his 
three kidnapings and his wide travels through Europe, 
soon discovered that the ship was called the Mayflower, 
and that the people who had landed from her were flee- 
ing from other white people who had been unkind to 
them. They had come to live where they could worship 
God as they pleased, without fear of being sent to prison. 

Squanto watched as they began to build houses to 
protect them from the winter. He saw how cold and 
hungry they were. He saw them grow sick and die. 

He knew how many had come off the ship—one 
hundred and one altogether, plus the baby—but the 
number, he noticed, got smaller and smaller. Six died 
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before the end of December. Eight died in January, seven- — 
teen in February, and thirteen in March. Before spring 
forty-four of the hundred and one were in their graves, 
barely three months after the Mayflower arrived. 

Squanto saw the little processions to the graveyard, 
the sorrow and the tears of the Pilgrims. After all he had 
suffered from white men, he could have hated these too 
and done them great harm. Instead, as one historian 
has written, “He aided them with a friendship almost 
’ beyond understanding.” | 
There was danger that other Indians might attack 
= the Pilgrims and massacre them, but Squanto helped 

to arrange a treaty with the great chief Massasoit. Know- 
ing both the English and Indian languages, he was just 
the interpreter the Pilgrims needed. 

In his diary Governor Bradford said of Squanto that 
he directed them how to set corn; where to fish and to 
procure other commodities. 

So it was Squanto.who helped the Pilgrims sow their 
seed that first spring they were in the new world; he was 
‘there, too, in the autumn when their first harvest was 
reaped and Governor Bradford ordered a three-day 
feast of thanksgiving. 

- But for Squanto, there’s no knowing what might 
have happened to the Pilgrims. They might have died of 
starvation or been killed by hostile Indians. Indeed, the 
whole course of American history might have been far 
different but for this one kindhearted Indian who re- 
turned good for evil. 


H. M. LAMBERT 


The Pilgrims Came to Live Where They Could Worship God as They 
Pleased, Without Fear of Being Sent to Prison 
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“Forgive This Dear Boy for His Mistake,” Mr. Perry 


STORY 22 


The milk bottles had gone again! 

Every evening for many years, Mrs. Perry had put 
the milk bottles on the front porch steps for the milk- 
man to collect in the morning. Now there were no milk 
bottles for him. For three nights in succession they had 
disappeared. | 

“I know I put them there,” she told her husband. 
“I couldn’t have made a mistake. Somebody must have 
stolen them.” 

“But why should anybody want to steal milk bottles?” 
asked Mr. Perry. ‘Unless well, it’s just possible that 
some boy is taking them to trade for candy at the store.” 

“Could be,” replied Mrs. Perry. “But I wouldn’t like 
to think that any of the boys around here would steal 
milk bottles.” | : 

“I hope we are wrong,” said Mr. Perry. “For if a 
boy should start stealing milk bottles, he might go on to 
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steal other things more important. Then the police would 
catch him and he would be sent to jail. Perhaps we should 
try to catch him and save him from getting into worse 
trouble.” | 

“Maybe we should,” said Mrs. Perry. “But how? I 
don’t want to stay up all night waiting for him. And 
maybe it isn’t a boy anyway.” | 

They talked of various plans which they might fol- 
low to catch the culprit, but none of them seemed too 
good. Finally they decided to set the milk bottles close 
up to the house, right under the bedroom window which 
- opened on the porch. This would make the thief cross 
the porch and come into full view of anyone watching 
-at the window. | 

When night came, Mrs. Perry went to bed as usual, 
but Mr. Perry sat up and watched. Slowly the hours 
passed by, the night grew cold, and Mr. Perry became 
more and more sleepy. Nobody came for the bottles, and 
at last Mr. Perry decided it would be much more com- 
fortable in bed. Perhaps, after all, his wife had been mis- 
taken. Perhaps nobody had taken the bottles. Perhaps 
—well, anyway, bed was much more comfortable, and 
why waste a good night’s rest for a few old milk bottles? 
So Mr. Perry donned his pajamas, crept into bed, and 
dozed off. | 

_ He was not quite fast asleep when he heard a sound 

on the porch. | 

Clink, clink. Clink, clink. 

“What’s that?” he whispered. Had he heard some- 
thing, or had he not? 
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It was unmistakable. Somebody was at the milk 
bottles! 

Jumping out of bed, Mr. Perry rushed onto the porch. 
The milk bottles were gone and, yes, someone was run- 
ning away from the house! Forgetting that he was in 
his pajamas, he gave chase. Down the street he ran, a 
street lamp lighting up the figure of a colored boy, about 
twelve years of age, running for dear life. 

“PIL catch you!” cried Mr. Perry, but when he came 
under the same street lamp and caught sight of himself 
in his pajamas, he decided he had gone far enough. 

“I daren’t run all through town like this,” he said to 
himself. “The police might wonder what’s the matter 
with me. Pll have to let him go.” 

So he went back home, wondering what to do next. 

As he climbed the porch steps he stumbled over a 
pair of shoes. 

“Aha!” he said, sso the little rascal left something 
behind! This gives me an idea. He won’t want to lose a 
good pair of shoes for a few milk bottles. I think we shall 
see him again.” 

Before he got into bed again, Mr. Perry wrote a little 
note. It ran as follows: “Dear boy, I saw you running 
with the milk bottles, and I think I know who you are. 
If you want your other shoe, come to me before 6 P.M. 
tomorrow, or I shall call the police.” 

Then he put the note in one shoe, placed it on the 
porch steps, and kept the other shoe in the house. Then 
he went back to bed and fell asleep. 
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He was still asleep, and it was still dark outside, 
when there came a banging at the front door. 

Mr. Perry jumped out of bed and opened the door. 

There on the porch was the colored boy, trembling 
all over with fear. 

“Oh, please, Mr. Boss,” he pleaded, “Pse so sorry 
I took the bottles. If you will just give me my other shoe, 
I promise | won’t take no more milk bottles no more.” 

Mr. Perry, still in his pajamas, stepped outside. Point- 
ing to the porch swing, he said, “Come over here, boy, 
and sit beside me. I want to talk with you. Tell me, do you 
go to church?” 

“No, sa,” he said. “I hasn’t been to Sunday school for 
a long time, maybe a couple of years.” 

“Didn’t anybody ever teach you the Ten Command- 
ments?” | 

“Tse heard about ’em,”’ answered the boy, “but it’s 
so long ago I dun clean forgot all about ’em.”’ 

“Wouldn’t you like to be a good boy?” 

“I guess I would, sa, if I could, sa.” 

“You can be, if you want to be,” said Mr. Perry. 
“Jesus will help you.” 

Then, on that porch swing, in the dim light of early 
dawn, Mr. Perry told the little colored boy the story of 
salvation—how “God so loved the world, that He gave 
His only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in Him 
should not perish, but have everlasting life”; how, be- 
cause of God’s wonderful love, anybody, anywhere, of 
any race, any color, any age, may be forgiven all his 
sins and have a place in His everlasting kingdom. 
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Finally Mr. Perry said, “Let us have prayer together.” - 
Then the two knelt down on the porch floor—Mr. Perry 
in his pajamas and the colored boy with one shoe on and 
one foot bare—a sight that must have made the angels 
weep for joy. | 

“Forgive this dear boy for his mistake,” he prayed. 
“Help him to be a good boy and to find the way to 
heaven. Help him to love Thee and to do Thy will. Make 
him, and keep him, one of Thy children. For Jesus’ sake. 
Amen.” 

As they rose from their knees, the sun was just com- 
ingup. — | 

“Good-by,” said Mr. Perry, as he gave the boy his 
other shoe. 

“Good-by, sa,” replied the boy. “Thank you, sa. PI 
try to be good. I’ll try to learn them Ten Commandments 
agin. And I'll sure go to church next week, too.” 

And with that he was gone—to begin a new day and 
a new life with God. 


STORY 23 


| s ae Andy!” called mother. 
“Here, I want you.” 

The two boys came running. 

“What is it, Mother?” they asked. 

“Just this, dears: Father wants me to go up to the 
city this afternoon, and we won’t be back till sunset.” 

“That’s all right,” said Bernard. “We’ll be O.K.” 

“Thank you, dears. But I’m worried.” 

“What about?” 

“Well, tomorrow’s Sabbath, and — are some jobs 
that have to be done. I really ought not to leave them. 
There are the dishes to wash and the kitchen floor to 
mop and the living room to sweep and dust and——”’ 

“That’s all right,” said Bernard. “We'll do all the 
things for you. Won’t we, Andy?” 

“Of course we will,” said Andy. 

“Oh, you dear boys!” cried mother, flinging her arms 
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around them both. “Whatever would I do without you?” 

Soon mother was dressed and ready to leave. 

“Good-by, dears,” she said, smiling. “And you won’t 
forget to sweep the two porches, will you?” 

“No,” said Bernard. 

“And remember to clean the basin in the bathroom; 
it’s very dirty.” | 

“All right, Mother. We’ll do all the jobs we can.” 

“Thank you, dears. And we'll be back by sunset, 
in good time for worship before you go to bed. And don’t 
forget to feed the dogs and clean your shoes.” 

“All right. Good-by, Mamma! Good-by, Daddy!” 

And they were off. | 

“Seems we have quite a lot of things to do,” said 
Bernard. | | 

“Quite a lot,” said Andy. “When shall we begin?” 

“Well,” said Bernard, “Td like to finish the book I’m 
reading. Let’s say two o'clock.” 

“All right,” agreed Andy. “Pd like to work a bit 
longer on my boat. Two o’clock we'll start.” 

But when two o’clock came, the book wasn’t finished 
and the boat was getting more interesting every minute. 
About three o’clock Bernard called, “It’s time we started 
with those jobs. I’ll mop the floor, if you do the dishes.” 

“All right,” said Andy, without looking up. “PIL be 
there in a minute.” 

But “in a minute” was quite a long time, about three 
quarters of an hour. Then it was nearly four o’clock. 

“We really must begin soon,” said Bernard, “or 
we'll never get through before they come back.” 
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“Yes,” said Andy. “Oh, dear! I didn’t realize it was 
so late. Let’s get going right away!” 

He ran to the sink, turned on the water, put in the 
soap flakes, and was just beginning to wash the first of 
the dirty dishes when Tom called over the fence. 

“Hi, there! Come and see my new put-put engine.” 

Tom was always working on engines, and Bernard 
and Andy were fascinated by his inventions. 

“Were terribly busy,” called Bernard. “We have 
some jobs to do for mother.” 

-= “Oh, come on,” urged Tom. “I’ve just got it going.” 

The sound of the put-put-put of the little motor was 
too much. The two boys ran over into Tom’s yard. When 
they got back half an hour later the washing-up water 
was quite cold, the suds had disappeared, and Andy had 
to start all over again. Bernard had to do the same with 
the water he had prepared for mopping the floor. 

The dishes were half done, and the kitchen floor 
half mopped when another voice was heard. This time 
it was Bill, a friend who lived down the street. He had 
brought two other boys with him, and they all wanted 
Bernard and Andy to come and play baseball. 

“We're dreadfully busy,” said Bernard. “We have 
jobs to do for mother.” 

“Aw, come on,” said Bill. “You can do those later. 
We need you in the game.” 7 

Bernard looked at Andy, and Andy looked at Ber- 
nard. 

“We could go for perhaps fifteen minutes,” said Ber- 
nard, “but we’ll have to hurry back.” 
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So off they went again. And once more the water 
grew cold in sink and pail. Quite cold, in fact, this time. 

It was nearly six when the two boys returned. | 

“Look at the clock!” cried Bernard. “I never dreamed 
we were away so long! We’ll never get everything done 
now!” | 

“In case we don’t,” said Andy, “hadn’t we better 
do the porches first?” 

“Good idea,” said Ber- 
nard. “The place won’t look 
so bad then. You take the 
back and [Il do the front.” 

Off they rushed, trying 
their best to make up for lost 
sometimes that’s 


Forgetting Their 
Responsibility, at 
Home, Bernard 
and Andy Had a 
Game of Baseball 
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impossible, if you have lost too much of it. Bernard was 
still brushing away at the front porch when he heard a 
car coming up the street. His heart sank. It was their car. 
Mother was smiling as she waved to him. 

But she didn’t smile long. Not after she got past the 
front door. 

Why, children,” she said, as she made her way past 
the bucket and the mop on the kitchen floor. “You 
haven’t done a thing!” 

Bernard and Andy blushed. ““Well—er—we did do 
the porches,” said Bernard. 

“And I’m nearly through the dishes,” said Andy. 

“I'm very disappointed,” said mother. “I thought 
I could trust you.” | 

That hurt more than any spanking. They liked above 
all things to be trusted. They hated to think they had 
failed mother when she had counted on them. | 

“We could still do the jobs if we hurried,” said Ber- 
nard. 

“Its too late,” said mother, sadly. “We must have 
worship now.” 

All next day, as they looked at the unfinished jobs 
and the disappointed look on mother’s face, the boys 
made up their minds that this was the last time anything 
like this would happen. It caused too much trouble and 
sadness. They would never fail mother again. And I 
don’t believe they ever did. 


STORY 24 


A. a very special treat grandpa 
had taken Joanne to the city. They were going to make 
a day of it, seeing all the sights and eating in some very 
nice places. 

As they came to the main entrance to the. big new 
department store, Joanne put out her hand to push 
open the door, when suddenly it flew wide open on its 
own. 

“Well!” she exclaimed, “Did you see that, Grandpa? 
However did the door open like that?” 

“Like what?” said grandpa, teasing. “You must have 
opened it yourself. There’s nobody else about to do it.” 

“I didn’t even touch it!” said Joanne. 

“Try it again,” said grandpa. 

Joanne stepped out of the store and the dele closed 
behind her. Then she walked toward it again, and just 
as she put out her hand to push it, again it flew open by 
itself, 
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“I didn’t touch it!” cried Joanne. “You try it, 
Grandpa.” | 

“All right,” said grandpa, smiling. “I will.” 

So grandpa tried it and, of course, the door flew 
open again. 

“There’s a mystery about this,” declared Joanne, 
looking all around the door, “and I’m going to find out 
about it. There must be somebody watching inside this 
panel. Then, when a customer comes along, he pulls a 
handle.” 

“No, that’s not it,” said grandpa. “But there is an 
eye watching there—not a human eye, but an electric 
eye.” 

-= “An electric eye!” exclaimed Joanne. “What sort of 
eye is that?” 

“Tl try to explain,” answered grandpa. “But it’s a 
bit difficult. You see, on one side of that door is an electric 
lamp which throws a narrow beam of light across the 
doorway onto a photo electric cell on the other side. 
This completes an electric circuit, and the door remains 
closed. When someone passes in front of that light, the 
electric circuit is broken. Then various gadgets auto- 
matically start working, and the door opens.” : 

“How wonderful!” said Joanne. “But I still don’t 
see how a beam of light could move a big, heavy door.” 

“You will learn about it when you take physics in 
high school,” replied grandpa. “But the electrical im- 
pulses, though very faint, are boosted up by electric 
tubes, like radio tubes, until they are strong enough to 
operate a switch, which operates a magnet, which——” 
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“I see! I see!” interrupted Joanne, trying to look very 
wise. “And they call it an electric eye?” 

“Yes, that’s the name,” agreed grandpa, “because it 
sees everybody who comes through the door. Some jew- 
elry stores have installed an electric eye to catch burglars. 
They say the crown jewels of England are protected by 
one.” 

“You know, Grandpa,” said Joanne, “it ers me 
of mother.” . 

“Does it?” asked grandpa. “Why?” 

“Because she sees everything, too,” said Joanne with 
a mischievous smile. “I guess she must have electric eyes.” 

Grandpa laughed out loud. “You’re right! That’s 
just what she does have! She never missed anything when 
she was a little girl, too. And PII tell you something else, 
Joanne. That electric eye reminds me of God. He sees 
everything and everybody. And He sees much more than 
mother sees. There is a text which says, ‘The eyes of the 
Lord are in every place, beholding the evil and the good.’ 
Proverbs 15:3. And there’s another like it in Job, which 
says, ‘His eyes are upon the ways of man, and He seeth 
all his goings.’ Job 34:21.” 

“So God zaw me going through the door, too!” said 
Joanne. 

“Yes, and up the stairs, and—well—everywhere. 
There’s no place on earth we can go, Joanne, but what 
the eyes of the Lord follow us. We are always in His 
sight. I remember another text which says, “The eyes 
of the Lord run to and fro throughout the whole earth.’ 
2 Chronicles 16:9. That’s a wonderful picture, isn’t it? 
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Moving eyes, looking everywhere. Seeing everything. See- 
ing everybody.” 

“I never thought of that,” said Joanne. “It makes you 
feel as if you want to be very careful where you go and 
what you do, doesn’t it?” 

“It does!” agreed grandpa. “Mighty careful!” 

“Guess He has electric eyes, too,” added Joanne. 

“Something much more wonderful than that. In the 
first chapter of Revelation there is a description of Jesus, 
and it says, ‘His eyes were as a flame of fire.’ ” 

“That sounds like the beam of light by the door,” 
said Joanne. 

“Yes,” said grandpa, “but a thousand million times 
more powerful. For the eyes of Jesus not only see every- 
thing; they burn into people’s hearts and start things 
happening, and set great movements in operation. If 
we will but look at Jesus, and catch the light from His 
eyes, there’s no knowing what may happen to us.” 

“Now could we go to the toy department, Grandpa?” 

“Of course, of course. We’ve hardly got through the 
door yet.” 

So off they went; but as they walked to the elevator, 
it was with a new sense of the nearness of God, and a new 
conviction that His eyes were following them all the way. 


STORY 25 


; Dons dad and his big brother Bill 
belonged to the local fire brigade, and their big day 
had come. Firemen from all the towns and villages 
around were meeting in the city park for the great com- 
petition which would decide which eigai had the 
smartest outfit. 

Dad and Bill had made up their minds that this year 
they would win first prize. They had painted and polished 
their engine until it was so spick and span and shiny 
that you could see your face in the brass work, and you 
could eat your dinner off the running board! 

This morning they had got up very early to take one 
last look around to make sure everything was all right. 
Mother had got up early too, to get their dinner ready. 
And a grand dinner it was, fit for firemen who were 
going to win! Sandwiches and cake and fruit and milk. 
Lots of everything. Mother wanted to make sure they 
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would feel strong and fit when the big test came. She 
wanted them to win as much as they did, and this was 
her way of helping. | 

At last the two big dinner pails were both packed. 
Mother put them on a shelf by the back door so dad and 
Bill would be sure to see them as they went out. And 
then—can you believe it?—they were so excited, and 
in such a hurry to get to the park, that they forgot all 
about them! 


“Dad, Bill!” mother shouted after them. “Come back! 
You’ve forgotten your dinner pails.” 


9 
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But it was no use. Already they were too far away 
to hear. 

“They'll come back pretty soon,” she said to herself, 

“when they remember.” 

But by the time dad and Bill got to the city park 30h 
their fire engine, and saw all the other firemen with their 
fire engines, they didn’t have a moment to think about 
their dinner pails. There were so many old friends to 
talk to and so many last-minute things to do. 

The morning wore on. Mother began to get worried. 

“Tm afraid they’re not coming,” she said to Don. 
“It’s just too bad. I made such a nice dinner for them, 
and they need it. They’ll be hungry. And they won’t 
take time to go and buy anything. I know them. They’ll 
just go without. Then they won’t have strength enough 
to win. I feel like taking the pails to them myself.” 

“Could I take them?” asked Don. 

“You?” said mother, stopping to look at her young- 
est son, so little and frail compared with his big brother. 
“Could you? The pails are heavy, and you would have 
to walk all the way.” | 

“Pll take them,” said Don. “Pd love to.” 

“But it’s more than three miles to the park, and 
there'll be a lot of traffic when you get out on the main 
road.” | 

“That’s all right,” said Don. “Tl get there somehow. 
They must have their dinner.” 

“Good lad!” said mother, proudly. “You'll be as 
big as Bill someday. Now let me see if you can carry the 
dinner pails.” 
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Don lifted them, one in each hand. They felt heavy, 
but he didn’t say so. 

“Easy!” he said. “PI be there in no time.” 

“Do you think you can find them?” 

“TII find them, all right,” he said confidently. Then, 
bidding mother good-by, he set out for the city park. 

Don had not gone very far, however, before he no- 
ticed that those dinner pails seemed to be getting heavier 
and heavier. By and by he set them down to rest his 
arms, then picked them up again and hurried on. But 
the farther he went, the heavier the pails seemed to 
become. By the time he had walked two miles they felt 
like blocks of concrete. 

Not for a moment, however, did he think of stopping 
and going home. Dad and Bill needed their dinner, and 
he was going to take it to them. He wanted them to win, 
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just as much as mother did. And how could they win 
without their dinner? So on he trudged, his arms so 
weary he could have cried. 

Meanwhile dad and Bill, getting hungry, had started 
to look around for their dinner pails. Suddenly they 
realized that they had left them at home. 

“Oh!” groaned Bill. “What bad luck! I never felt so 
hungry in all my life.” | 

“And I never did such a foolish thing in all my life,” 
said dad. “I’ve never left my dinner pail at home before. 
Too bad! Maybe there’s time for you to go and get them.” 

“No time,” said Bill. “Daren’t take the risk. We’ll 
just have to stick it out. But am I hungry!” 

Then they caught sight of Don. He was making 
his way through the crowd, stopping now and then to 
ask someone, “Have you seen my dad and my big brother 
Bill?” Then he moved on again, his little shoulders 
stooped so low the dinner pails almost scraped the 
ground. | 

He was a comical sight, but oh, so dear, and so very, 
very welcome! — 

“Don! Don!” cried dad and Bill together, as they ran 
toward him. “Good lad, good lad!” 

That was praise enough for Don. 

“Have you won yet?” he asked. 

“Not yet,” they said smiling, “but we’re going to, 
now.we’ve got our dinner.” 

And they did. And Don always felt inside himself 
that the victory was really his. For how could they pos- 
sibly have won without their dinner? 


STORY 26 


| Morter cried Daphne excitedly. 
“Come and see what I’ve found in the garden. Quickly!” 

“What is it, dear?” asked mother. “And what’s all 
the hurry?” 

“Oh, do come,” cried Daphne. “It’s a bird up in 
the maple tree, and there’s something the matter with 
it. It’s hurt. I’m sure it’s hurt. Do come, Mother, please.” 

Mother went out to look. 

“There it is!” cried Daphne. “See, it doesn’t move, 
even when I go near it. Notice how it is standing on one 
leg. The other leg seems to be loose. Anyway, there is 
something the matter with it, isn’t there?” 

“You are right, dear,” said mother. “There is some- 
thing strange about that bird. Get me the ladder, and 
Pll see if I can catch it and find out what is wrong.” 

Daphne brought the ladder, and mother climbed up. 
Very carefully she moved nearer and nearer to the robin 
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very fearful lest she frighten it and cause it to fly away. 
Oddly the robin did not move. It just stood:there on 
one leg until mother put her hand gently around it and 
brought it down to where Daphne was standing. 

“Well done, Mother!” cried Daphne. “I felt sure it 
would fly away when you got near it. Now, what is the 
matter with it?” 

“Tt has a broken leg,” said mother. “Indeed, one leg 
is broken so badly that it is hanging by a piece of skin. 
Looks as though somebody shot it. Get me the scissors.” 

Daphne brought the scissors, and mother, ever so 
gently, cut off the broken leg. Then she put the crip- 
pled robin on its one good leg, while Daphne brought 
some crumbs for it to eat and water to drink. But the 
bird did not wait for either food or water. Flapping its 
wings, it rose into the air and was gone. 

“Well, of all things!” exclaimed mother. “The poor 
thing must have been waiting for help. What a good 
thing you saw it, Daphne!” 

“I wish it had stayed, ” said Daphne. “But it has gone, 
and I suppose we won’t see it again.” 

Months passed. Autumn turned into winter and 
winter became spring. What with school and Christmas 
vacation and birthdays and other interests, the one- 
legged robin was quite forgotten. 

Then one beautiful spring morning Daphne came 
running into the house again, all excited. 

“Mother, come see!” she cried. “Our robin has come 
back to us. I saw it in the maple tree, just where it was 


before. I’m sure it’s ours. It has only one leg!” 
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Mother ran out with her and peered up into the 
tree, now. all beautiful with the new leaves of springtime. 

“You’re right!” exclaimed mother. “It is our robin. 
I would know it anywhere. Fancy its coming back 
again! Do you know what it is doing?” 

“No,” said Daphne. 

“I believe it’s making a nest. It has just started, and 
if we are careful and don’t frighten it away, it will 
probably go on building.” 

Mother was right. Their robin continued to build, 
and soon the nest was finished. Eggs were laid in it and 
three baby robins hatched. Then after a while they all 
flew away and left the nest empty. 

Then mother and Daphne said to each other, “Well, 
that’s surely the very last we shall see of our one-legged 
robin!” 

But it wasn’t. Next spring it came again, built an- 
other nest, and brought up another little family. ‘The 
following year it did the same. Indeed, for several years 
it returned at nesting time as though it knew that here 
was a place where it could feel safe and unafraid. 

Daphne and mother came to look on that one-legged 
robin as a member of the family. They expected it to come © 
back each spring, and they would have felt very sad if 
it had failed to turn up. Every time they saw it in the 
maple tree they remembered the first time Daphne had 
found it there, and how mother had tenderly cut off 
its broken leg; and they felt glad to think that a little 
bird, one of the humblest of God’s creatures, had not 
forgotten a kindness shown to it in its hour of need. 
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STORY 27 


Y cannot imagine how Percy 
wanted to go to that Christmas program. That is, not 
unless you have been through what he suffered last 
Christmas. You see, just a year ago Percy had pneu- 
monia, followed by rheumatic fever, so all he could re- 
member of Christmas was a very miserable time. He had 
been too sick to even eat a bite of Christmas dinner. 

Now Christmas was coming round again. It was less 
than two weeks away. There was going to be such a grand 
time for everyone! Lots of presents and nice things to 
eat, and, best of all, the Christmas program, when all 
the children in the church were going to meet for songs 
and games. 

Then what do you suppose happened? Yes, poor 
Percy came down with pneumonia again! 

It was just too bad. He was heartbroken. 

Of course the doctor had to come and look him all 
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With a Heavy Heart Poor Percy Watched the Weather Getting 
Worse and Worse 


over. He said Percy would have to stay in bed, just as 
he had last year. 

“But couldn’t I get up in time for the program?” 
begged Percy. 

“Not unless your temperature has gone down to 
normal in time,” said the doctor. “And it will have to be 

normal for at least two days before you can go out- 

doors.” This seemed hopeless. | | 

Percy began to count the days. The program was to be 
next Monday night. Therefore his temperature would 
have to be normal by Saturday. So anxious was he to go 
to that program that he turned over in bed and prayed 


that Jesus would make his temperature normal in time. 
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But he did not have to wait till Saturday. When 
mother came to take his temperature on Thursday morn- 
ing, he said, “You don’t need to take it, Mother. It is all 
right, I know it is. Jesus has made it right.” 

Well, believe it or not, it was right—right on the dot 
at 98.6. But mother noticed that there was still a swell- 
= ing in his neck. 

“Pm afraid the doctor won’t let you go with that 
swelling,” she said. 

So Percy turned right over in bed and prayed that 
Jesus would take the swelling away. That night it was 
gone. Now it seemed as though he would surely go to 
the program after all. But, alas, the weather turned 
colder, and mother said that he simply couldn’t go out 
unless it stopped snowing and there was no cold wind. 

“O Mother,” pleaded Percy, “don’t make me stay 
home now that I am better.” 

“But it would be wrong to take you out in the cold,” 
said mother. “You might get pneumonia again, and that 
would be the end of you.’ 

There was nothing else to do but wait and pray. 

With a heavy heart poor Percy watched the weather 
getting worse and worse. Yet he did not despair, for he 
turned over in bed again and said another little prayer, 
like this: “Please, Jesus, don’t let it snow or blow on 
Monday night—so I can go to the program.” 

But Monday morning the weather forecast was bad. 
Percy was downstairs listening to the radio when the 
gloomy news came through: “Weather turning colder 
with hard wind and more snow late this afternoon.” 
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Mother looked at Percy, wondering how he would 
take it. She had not reckoned on his faith. - 

“They don’t know, do they, Mother?” he said. 

Mother nearly cried, for she knew how badly he 
wanted to go, and now it seemed impossible. 

At fivethirty, two hours before the program, Percy’s 
big brother came in. “Too bad,” he said, ‘but the weather 
forecast was right. There’s a very cold wind blowing out- 
side, and snow is beginning to fall.” 

Percy was sitting at the table, about to eat his supper. 
Closing his eyes, he said out loud, “Dear Jesus, please 
stop the wind from blowing, and make the weather fine 
so I can go to the program after all.” 

Then he went on with his supper, while tears filled 
the eyes of everybody else around the table. 

Believe it or not, before supper was over the wind had 
died down. Not a snowflake was falling when they 
opened the door and looked out. 

“Hurry! Hurry!” cried Percy. “Let’s go right now. 
Jesus is keeping things just right so I can go.” 

They hurried. Percy went to the program and had 
the happiest time of his life. What is more, the weather 
stayed quiet and fine until he returned. 

Did it just happen? I don’t think so. Jesus, the Friend 
of children, has a tender care for all, especially for those 
who have great faith in His power to help and to save. 
As for Percy, as long as he lives he will always believe 
that the dear Lord made him better and changed the 
weather in time for that Christmas program. 


STORY 28 


oo you ever looked forward to 
something you wanted to happen and hardly known 
how to wait for it? Perhaps it was a long-promised trip 
to the seaside, or a visit from a dear friend, or the arrival 
of a baby brother. How you counted the weeks, the 
days, the hours! How you reminded father and mother 
of their promises! And how you dreamed of the good 
time you would have! What great expectations! 

And so it was in those far-off days before Jesus was 
born in Bethlehem. For thousands of years, even from 
the beginning of the world, people had looked forward 
to His coming. They had cherished the promise that 
had been made to Adam and Eve in the Garden of 
Eden about the “seed of the woman” bruising, or crush- 
ing, the serpent’s head, believing it to mean that some- 
time, somehow, God would send someone to make an 
end of all evil and bring back the happy Eden days again. 
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Every fresh hint or suggestion made by God’s prophets as 
to how and when the promised Deliverer would come 
was greatly prized and talked about, over and over again. 

There was the promise God had made through 
Moses: “The Lord thy God will raise up unto thee a 
Prophet from the midst of thee, of thy brethren, like 
unto me; unto Him ye shall hearken.” Deuteronomy 
18:15. So they looked for a prophet like Moses. 

There was the prophecy Balaam had made to Balak: 
‘There shall come a Star out of Jacob, and a Sceptre shall 
rise out of Israel.” Numbers 24:17. So they had looked 
for a star and a king, and had wondered how both could 
be fulfilled in one person. 

There were the beautiful words of the prophet Isaiah: 
“Unto us a child is born, unto us a son is given: and 
the government shall be upon His shoulder.” Isaiah 9:6. 
So many believed that their Deliverer must come as a. 
little boy and grow up to kingship. 

Then there was the prophecy about the place of His 
birth: “But thou, Bethlehem Ephratah, though thou be 
little among the thousands of Judah, yet out of thee shall 
He come forth unto Me that is to be ruler in Israel.” 
Micah 5:2. So naturally all eyes turned expectantly to 
Bethlehem, confident that someday something wonder- 
ful would happen there. 

All down the centuries people talked of these things 
-in their homes and told them as stories to their children 
until they, too, were looking forward to the coming of 
the Messiah, or “Anointed One,” for whom all longed 
so eagerly. (The Hebrews called Him Messiah because 


154 THE CHILDREN’S HOUR 


only their kings and priests were anointed, and they were 
sure their Deliverer would be both king and priest. The 
word Christ, by the way, has the same thought behind 
it.) ; 

Over and over again the question was asked, “But 
when will He come?” Children must have asked it of 
their parents a thousand times. Then mother or father 
would tell about the book of Daniel—the book that tells 
of the fiery furnace, the lions’ den, and Nebuchadnez- 
zar’s wonderful dream—and how Daniel prophesied, — 
“From the going forth of the commandment to restore 
and to build Jerusalem unto the Messiah the Prince shall 
be seven weeks, and threescore and two weeks.” Daniel 
9:25. And then, I suppose, they would take their writing 
materials and try to work out just when this would be. 

Everybody knew when the commandment went forth 
to restore and build Jerusalem (457 B.c.). Everybody 
knew also that in prophecy a day stands for a year 
(Ezekiel 4:6), and that therefore “seven weeks, and 
threescore and two weeks” should be understood as 
483 years (69 multiplied by 7). So they must have come 
very close to the right date for Messiah to appear. 

If there had been newspapers in those days—say 
about 10 B.c.—there would no doubt have been banner 
headlines on them, such as HIGH PRIEST BELIEVES 
MESSIAH COMING SOON, or, MESSIAH EX- 
PECTED AT BETHLEHEM WITHIN 25 YEARS, or, 
DANIEL SAYS MESSIAH DUE NOW. 

Of course there were no newspapers then, and there- 
fore no such headlines. Nevertheless, news got around 
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just the same, and the idea that the Messiah might soon 
appear spread all over Palestine and, in fact, all over the 
world, wherever Jews were living. Some no doubt 
laughed at the story and said it was impossible, but 
others believed it. Many a mother looked at her baby 
boy and wondered whether he might be the son men- 
tioned in prophecy who should become the governor of 
Israel. 

Everywhere there was great expectancy. 

Far to the east of Palestine, possibly in Persia or 
Arabia, a group of Wise Men gathered to study the 
prophecies of the Holy Scriptures, and became more and 
more convinced that the hour was at hand for the Mes- 
siah to appear. They were known as Magi, and were 
learned men such as philosophers and astronomers. As 
they sat together in the gathering dusk one evening and 
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read again the words, “There shall come a Star out of 
Jacob,” suddenly one of them, pointing upward into the 
darkening heavens, cried, “Look! Look at that star!” 
And there was a star, brighter and more beautiful 
than any ever seen before. And it was moving—moving 
toward Palestine. Somehow it seemed to be beckoning 
them to follow. What could they do but mount their 
camels and make off across the desert? Surely the time 
had come. The promised star had appeared. Messiah was 
at hand! They were so sure of it that they prepared rich 
gifts of “gold, frankincense, and myrrh,” and took them 
along as presents for Him, to show how glad they were. 
In the temple in Jerusalem there were others with 
ereat expectations in their hearts. Old Simeon was sure 
the time was near for Messiah to appear. All his life he 
had hoped that he would see Him, and now, as he studied 
the prophecies anew, he became more and more certain 
that his dearest wish would come true. One day the 
Holy Spirit spoke to Him and told him “he should not 
see death, before he had seen the Lord’s Christ.” Luke 
2:26. | 
Now he knew for sure Messiah must be near, very 
near. But how would He appear, and when? Every morn- 
ing Simeon must have wakened with the thought, “Will 
He come to the temple today?” How he must have peered 
into the face of every visitor, wondering, “Can this be 
He?” 
Simeon talked with Anna about it—dear old Anna, 
eighty-four years of age. She spent her time at the temple 
and was also looking for the Messiah, hoping she would 
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see Him before she died. How glad she was when Simeon 
told her that he had been assured by God that “the 
Lord’s Christ” would soon appear! Perhaps, then, she 
would see Him too! Eagerly she talked about it to her 
friends; in fact, to “all them that looked for redemption 
in Jerusalem,” and excitement mounted from day to day. 

There were great expectations in heaven, too, for 
the angels knew that the time was near for their Lord and 
Master to go down to the earth to live as a man among 
men. One of their number, Gabriel, was appointed to 
visit Mary and tell her that she had been chosen to be 
the mother of Jesus. He, by the way, was the very one 
who had been sent to the prophet Daniel to explain about 
the time when the Messiah should come. (Daniel 9:25.) — 
Now, at just the right time, he sped from heaven to earth 
to make the word of God come true. 

“Hail, thou that art highly favoured,” he said to 
Mary, “The Lord is with thee: blessed art thou among 
women.... Fear not, Mary: for thou hast found favour 
with God. And, behold, thou shalt conceive in thy womb, 
and bring forth a son, and shalt call His name JESUS. 
He shall be great, and shall be called the Son of the 
Highest: and the Lord God shall give unto Him the 
throne of His father David. And He shall reign over the 
house of Jacob for ever; and of His kingdom there shall 
be no end.” Luke 1:28-33. 

“How shall this be?” asked Mary, greatly surprised 
and wondering whether she was dreaming. Gabriel an- 
swered, “The Holy Ghost shall come upon thee, and the 
power of the Highest shall overshadow thee: therefore 
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also that holy thing which shall be born of thee shall 
be called the Son of God.” Verse 35. 

Great expectations now came into the heart of this 
pure, sweet girl as she thought of what the angel had 
said to her. How she wondered what would happen 
when her babe was born! She had believed that the Mes- 
siah would come—and soon—but had never dared to > 
hope He would come through her! 

Now only months remained. Then weeks; then days. 
Never was heaven so near to earth as then. Angels 
pressed close to witness the great event. Some were sent 
to form the star to lead the Wise Men to Bethlehem. All | 
were told to be present to herald the birth of the Lord 
of glory as the Saviour of men. 

Hearts beat high with excitement. In Jerusalem, in 
Nazareth, in many a humble home throughout the land 
of Israel, far off across the desert where the Wise Men 
lived, the conviction grew that the hour of destiny had 
arrived, that the most wonderful event of the ages was 
about to happen. Angels and men were already moving 
toward the sacred spot where the Messiah would appear. 
The great hope of God’s people was about to be realized! 


C 


STORY 29 


Even road in Palestine was 
crowded. Not in a long while had there been so much 
traffic. Families living in the south were moving north, 
and others living in the north were going south. Clouds 
of dust rose from the rough dirt roads as people in ox- 
carts, on horseback, on donkeyback, and on foot went 
by on their various ways. 

The reason for all the disturbance was that there had 
gone out a decree from Caesar Augustus “that all the 
world should be taxed.” “Enrolled” is the word in the 
margin of Luke 2:1. The emperor of Rome wanted 
money, and he wanted also to find out how many people 
there were in his empire. So everyone had to return to 
his home town to be taxed and counted. If you belonged 
to Jerusalem and were living in Jericho, you had to go 
back to Jerusalem. If you had been born, say, in Ca- 
pernaum, and were living in Joppa, you had to take the 
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The Innkeeper Appeared. ‘Sorry, but There Isn’t a Place Anywhere— 
at Least Not in the Inn” 
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long, dusty trip back to Capernaum, or get into trouble 
with the Roman soldiers. So “‘all went to be taxed, every 
one into his own city.” Verse 3. : 

If you had been standing somewhere on the main 
north-south highway at that time—say a mile or so out 
of Jerusalem—you would have seen a sight to make your 
heart ache. Riding on a donkey was a girl, young and 
beautiful, but very tired. The shaw! about her face was. 
dusty, as was all her clothing. You could see by the weary 
look on her face that she longed for a place where she 
could stop and rest. But there could be no stopping, for 
the hour was late, and they had to reach Bethlehem be- 
fore nightfall. With so many people traveling the inn 
might be full and then what would happen? There was 
the Baby to think of. He might be born that very night. 
And He was the most important Baby in the world! 

Joseph, walking at her side, was worried too. He was 
_ afraid the gates of Bethlehem might be closed before they 
got there. He wanted to hurry, but he dared not. There 
was nothing he could do but trudge on patiently, speak- 
ing a word of courage to Mary now and then. 

Though the two tired travelers did not realize it, 
angels were watching them every step of the way. And 
if angels ever get anxious, they were worried too. They 
were thinking of the motion of the donkey, the ruts in the 
road, and the constant danger of a fall. If that Baby 
should be born too soon! That was unthinkable. It just 
had to be born in Bethlehem! So they watched and hoped 
and hovered over the humble little procession as it 
moved, oh, so slowly, on its weary way. 
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They had passed Jerusalem now. Only six miles more! 
How long seemed the last lap of the journey! 

Presently, in the gathering dusk, they could see a 
group of flat-topped houses built on a hillside, and Joseph 
no doubt cried out with relief, “There it is! That’s Bethle- 
hem! Just a little farther. Soon we’ll be at the inn, and 
then you can rest all night in comfort.” 

New strength came to both of them as they moved 
on up the hill. They were so happy that the long, tedious 
journey was almost over that they scarcely noticed all 
the other people hurrying past them with the same 
thought in mind of finding a place to stay before nightfall. 

Darkness was upon them, and little oil lamps were 
burning in many a house when, at long last, they entered 
the village and made their way toward the inn. Now 
they were delayed by the people, the animals, and the 
carts that thronged the narrow streets. Finally, however, 
= they reached the inn and knocked on the door. 

The innkeeper appeared. “Sorry, no vacancy. eer 
room was booked long ago.” 

“But the girl and the Baby! The Baby might be born 
any time now. Surely out of pity a corner could be found 
somewhere?” 

“Sorry, but there isn’t a place anywhere—at least 
not in the inn.” 

“Well, is there anywhere else?” 
“Every place in town is crowded.” 
“But, sir, the Baby 


“Well, there’s the stable. You may take shelter there 


if you care to.” 


S 
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The stable! They had so hoped for a bed in the inn. 
And at such a time, especially. All the way Mary had 
been wondering just where “the Son of the Highest” 
might be born. Perhaps in the inn. Perhaps in somebody’s 
home. But never in a stable. Not there, of all places, 

But a stable it had to be. 

As the door creaked on its hinges, they caught the 
first smell of the cows and the dung. What a place to 
sleep! What a place for a baby to be born! What a place 
for the Messiah to appear! 

Of course, if the innkeeper had known what Mary 
knew, he would have made a place for her somewhere. 
Somehow he would have found a room for her. Certainly 
he would not have sent her to the stable. What a blessing 
he lost that night! If he had given up his own best room 
for the Saviour’s birth, it would have been a source of 
joy and holy pride to him for the rest of his life. He 
would have been able to talk about it to all his friends 
and his customers, his children and his grandchildren. 
Thousands would have trekked to his door just to see 
the place and hear his story. In his heart and in his pocket- 
book he would have been blessed beyond all imagining. 
By failing to be kind to a poor, needy girl he missed the 
greatest opportunity of his lite. Perhaps he is one of those 
who will one day hear Jesus say, “Inasmuch as ye did 
it not to one of the least of these, ye did it not to Me.” 
Matthew 25:45. 

What a lesson to us to be kind to everyone in need! 
We can never be quite sure who the needy one is, or 
what the consequences of our good deed may be. 
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Now Joseph is lighting the wick of a little oil lamp. 
Its feeble, flickering rays reveal what a dank, gloomy 
place the stable is, with its low roof, its rough beams, and 
its mud-and-straw-covered floor. Cows turn their heads 
and moo as the strangers enter. Rats scurry away to their 
holes. 

Where to go? Down at the end there is an empty stall, 
and they go there. Joseph gathers straw to make a bed 
for Mary. But she is thinking only of the Baby. Where 
shall she put the Baby when He comes? 

_ She spies the manger, half filled with hay for the cows 
to eat. The very thing! Not very beautiful, but at least 
He will be safe in it. He won’t fall out. 

Sinking gently upon the straw to rest, and looking 
out in the shadows all about her, she may well have 
thought to herself, “Too bad that He should have to be 
born here!” What was it that the angel had said to her? 
How well she remembered! “The Holy Ghost shall come 
upon thee, and the power of the Highest shall over- 
shadow thee: therefore also that holy thing which shall 
be born of thee shall be called the Son of God.” 

The Son of God! To be born in a stable! 

“Thou shalt call His name JESUS,” the angel had 
said: “for He shall save His people from their sins.” Mat- 
thew 1:21. 

It was hard to understand. How could it be that God 
would permit His Son, the Saviour of the world, to be 
born in a cow barn? Surely there must be some mistake. 

But no. It was all in the divine plan in order that the 
lowest and humblest of the people of earth might know 
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that Jesus came to save them. If He had been born in 
Herod’s palace, He would have been thought of as the 
Saviour of the rich and the powerful; the poor would 
never have dared to think of Him as belonging to them. 
But as He was born in a stable, nobody could ever feel 
left out. | 

Perhaps Mary thought of the words of the psalmist: 
“Who is like unto the Lord our God, who dwelleth on 
high, who humbleth Himself to behold the things that 
are in heaven, and in the earth! He raiseth up the poor 
out of the dust, and lifteth the needy out of the dunghill; 
that He may set him with princes, even with the princes 
of His people.” Psalms 113:5-8. If she did, she must have 
thought the words were wonderfully appropriate just 
now. 

One thing she could not know, and that was that, 
within sixty years one of the greatest Jews of his day 
would write of her Baby, “Though He was rich, yet for 
your sakes He became poor, that ye through His poverty 
might be rich.” 2 Corinthians 8:9. 

Another thing she did not know was the excite- 
ment outside the stable at that moment. Not in the 
village, for the people of Bethlehem were almost all asleep 
by now, but in the sky above. 

Within the stable all was dark, save for the feeble 
rays of the little oil lamp. But above, directly overhead, 
a wondrous light was shining as all the hosts of heaven 
waited eagerly, expectantly, impatiently, to sing the glory 
song when the Son of God should be born. 
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Reverently, but Excitedly, the Shepherds Enter the Stable 
Joseph and Mary With the Baby Jesus 


STORY 30 


o you had been living in 
Bethlehem the night that Jesus was born—“the night 
before Christmas,” the very first Christmas—wouldn’t 
that have been wonderful! Of course, you might have 
been so tired that night you would have slept through | 
everything that happened. Most people did. 
But suppose some children, just one or two maybe, 
were awake that night. What did they see? What did 
they hear? Suppose 


e + + d + 


Ben and his little sister Ruth loved to sleep on the 
roof of their flat-topped house—that is, when father and 
mother gave them permission to do so. They liked to 
feel the cool breeze blowing over them and to lie on their 
backs, looking up into the sky, trying to count the stars. 

This night was just like any other night except that 
there was something new to talk about. There was 
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Caesar’s decree about the taxing and how it had brought 
so many people to town. 

“I never saw such a crowd of folks here in all my life,” 
said Ben. 

“Nor I,” said Ruth. “Nor so many horses and oxen. 
The place is full of them. I wonder how long everybody 
will stay?” 

“Only till the taxing is over, I suppose.” 

There was silence for a while. 

“Tve been wondering and wondering,” said Ben. 

“Wondering what?” asked Ruth. “About how long 
the people will stay?” 

“No, no,” said Ben. “Not that. But about what father 
has been telling us lately. You know, about the Messiah’s 
coming. He says that the time is nearly up and the old 
prophecies must be fulfilled soon.” 

“Isn’t it true that He is to come to Bethlehem?” 

“Yes,” said Ben. “He’s coming to our town. The 
prophet Micah says so. I wonder when?” 

“I wonder!” murmured Ruth, lying back on her bed 
of rushes. ““Won’t it be marvelous! Aren’t we lucky that’ 
He’s coming here!” 

“I should say we are,” said Ben. “I horie we don’t 
miss Him. Let’s go to sleep.” 

There was a pause. 

“Ben!” 

“What?” 

“Ben! Look up there in the sky!” 

“What at?” | 

“Look, look! That light! What can it be?” 
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“Oh my!” cried Ben. “Whatever is it? And it’s almost 
overhead! Now it’s coming low. It’s right over the old 
inn. No, it isn’t. It’s over the stable behind the inn. I 
wonder what’s happening? Let’s go see! Quietly now! 
Everybody’s asleep.” 

Silently they slipped downstairs, across the road, and 
over toward the inn. Then they stopped, for the light 
now seemed to be outside the village. 

“Look over there!” cried Ben. “Is it a fire?” 

“Let’s go see!” cried Ruth. | 

They ran on through the empty streets, then out 
across the fields to the place where shepherds brought 
their sheep at night for safety. Something unusual was 
happening there. The shepherds were standing in a 
group gazing open-mouthed at a beautiful being stand- 
ing close beside them. 

Could this be the promised Messiah everybody was 
expecting? No, not the Messiah, but an angel; and he 
was saying, “Fear not: for, behold, I bring you good tid- 
ings of great joy, which shall be to all people. For unto you 
is born this day in the city of David a Saviour, which is 
Christ the Lord.” Luke 2:9-11. 

Ben squeezed Ruth’s hand. 

“Did you hear that?” he whispered. “This is the night! 
Messiah has come! And He has come to Bethlehem!” 

Ssh!” whispered Ruth, entranced. “Listen! The 
beautiful angel is speaking again.” | 

“And this shall be a sign unto you,” said the angel. 
“Ye shall find the babe wrapped in swaddling clothes, 
lying in a manger.” 
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“Swaddling clothes!” whispered Ruth. “Then the 
Babe is just born. They only put newborn babies in swad- 
dling clothes. I wonder where He is?” 

Both were hushed to silence by what happened next; 
for “suddenly there was with the angel a multitude of 
the heavenly host praising God, and saying, Glory to 
God in the highest and on earth peace, good will toward 
men.” Verses 13, 14. 

All heaven seemed flooded with light. Indeed, every- 
where it was light as day. They could see the rugged 
mountains, the awestruck shepherds, the trembling 
sheep, and the white-walled houses and synagogues of 
Bethlehem. But what gripped them most was the vision 
of the angels. It was wonderful beyond words. So many 
angels! All of them singing as though their very lives de- 
pended on it, as though they had waited for ages and ages 
to sing this song. 

“Glory to God! Glory to God! Glory to God in the 
highest!” The majestic music seemed to roll around the 
world and out toward the stars to the farthest reaches of 
infinite space. ‘Glory to God in the highest!” 

Then in softer cadences, ‘On earth peace, good will 
toward men.” How tenderly and hopefully they sang 
these closing words of their hymn of praise! It was as 
if they longed to see men everywhere welcome the Sav- 
iour with open arms and open hearts, and make the Son 
of God the Lord of their lives. Then, they knew, there 
would be peace on earth and good will among men. 

As suddenly as they had come, the angels vanished. 
Darkness settled again over the hills and fields. 
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“And it came to pass, as the angels were gone away 
from them into heaven, the shepherds said one to an- 
other, Let us now go even unto Bethlehem, and see this 
thing which is come to pass, which the Lord hath made 
known unto us. And they came with haste.” Verses 
15, 16: 

What haste! Can’t you see them running as fast as 
their old legs would carry them, stumbling over holes 
and rocks and briers, but getting up and hurrying on, 
bursting with the great news they had heard? And I 
like to think that maybe there were a couple of children 
there—for there are always some children about when 
something special is happening—running along behind, 
eager to see the wonderful Baby for which all Israel had 
been waiting so long. 

In through the gates they clattered, down the cobbled 
streets. “Anybody know if a baby has been born in town 
tonight?” “Yes, down there, in the stable behind the inn.” 

It is still dark, but there is a light in the stable, and 
listen! There is a faint cry of a tiny baby inside! This, 
then, must be the place! 

One of the shepherds opens the old door. It creaks 
back on its hinges. They all step in. At first they see 
only the cattle in the stalls. Then, at the farther end, 
they make out a man standing, and a young woman rest- 
ing on a pile of straw. Beside her, in the manger is a baby. 
Obviously newborn, it is wrapped in swaddling clothes, 
just as the angel said. 

Surely this must be the Saviour, the Messiah, Christ 
the Lord! 
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Reverently, but excitedly, the shepherds file down 
the barn. Joseph and Mary look up startled, wondering 
what these strange men might want. Had they come to 
turn them out of the stable? No, indeed. They had come 
with news. Great news. One of them begins to explain. 
He tells how they were all there in the fields, just outside 
the village, keeping watch as usual over their flocks by 
night. Then how, of a sudden, an angel appeared and 
told them that this was the very night Messiah was to be 
born, and how they would find Him lying ina manger. 

Mary’s eyes glow. So she had not been mistaken! God 
had not forgotten her! He knew that she couldn’t get 
into the inn that night. He knew His Son had had to be 
born in a stable and cradled in a manger. How comfort- 
ing! God was watching over them, even though every- 
thing had seemed to go wrong. And if the angels had ap- 
peared to these shepherds, how near must they be to her! 

Over and over the shepherds tell their story, with one 
or another breaking in every now and then to add some 
fresh detail about what happened on the hillside. And 
all the while they keep looking at the Babe, remarking on 
His beauty and loveliness. Then, as it dawns upon them 
ever more clearly that this is the Child of promise and 
prophecy, the long-looked-for Messiah, the Son of the 
living God, they kneel before Him in adoration. 

_ By and by the shepherds leave. A new day is dawning 
—a new day for Bethlehem and for the world. People 
are waking up and getting breakfast. Some are already 
out of doors tending their animals. Imagine their amaze- 
ment as they see the shepherds, whom they supposed to 
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be out in the fields minding their sheep, “glorifying and 
praising God” in the main street of the village—stopping 
passersby and telling them in excited voices of all the 
marvelous things they had seen and heard that night. 

“You mean you saw angels? Angels here in Bethle- 
hem?” | : 
“Yes, indeed, a multitude of the heavenly host, prais- 
~ ing God and saying P 

“Impossible!” 

“But we did. And they said Messiah was born.” 

“Messiah born here last night! Oh, no. That couldn’t 
be.” 

‘Yes indeed. It’s true! He’s in the stable over there 
behind the inn.” 

“And all they that heard it wondered at those things © 
which were told them by the shepherds.” 

Some believed their story, and some did not. Some 
went to the stable to see the Child. Some didn’t bother 
to go. They let the greatest event of the ages go right 
past them without a thought. They busied themselves 
with their daily chores—washing dishes, cleaning house, 
feeding animals, making money—while the very One 
they said they wanted so much was right in their midst. 
How careful we need to be lest we get so busy and bur- 
dened with cares that we do not realize when Jesus is 
near! 

Of those who went to the stable that morning, some 
saw just another baby, and some saw God. It has been 
that way ever since. It is that way still. As you look at 
Him today, whom do you see? 


STORY 31 


News about the Baby in the stable, 
and the shepherds’ story of the angels they had seen, 
gave Bethlehem something to talk about for a day or 
two; but with all the rush and bother and business con- 
nected with the taxing, most people soon forgot all 
about it. 

So there was no procession and no bands playing 
when Mary took her little Son to the temple in Jerusalem 
to present Him to the Lord. Nobody in the jostling crowd 
pointed to her and said, “There is the mother of the 
Messiah!” or “That Baby she is carrying in her arms is 
the Son of God.” Nobody, that is, until they came into 
the temple. Then it was that old Simeon, to whom the 
Holy Spirit had spoken, saying that “he should not see 
death, before he had seen the Lord’s Christ,” suddenly 
recognized the Child. What a thrill of happiness surged 
through his dear old heart! 
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“Then took he Him up in his arms, and blessed God, 
and said, Lord, now lettest Thou Thy servant depart 
in peace, according to Thy word: for mine eyes have seen 
Thy salvation, which Thou hast prepared before the 
face of all people; a light to lighten the Gentiles, and the 
glory of Thy people Israel.” 

Anna came in at that moment, and, beaming with 
joy as she looked at the Baby, “gave thanks likewise 
unto the Lord.” Then she hurried out to tell everybody 
about it, and how sure she was that she had seen the 
Messiah. | 

The service over, Mary and Joseph returned quietly 
to Bethlehem, marveling at all that had happened that 
day and “at those things which were spoken of Him.” 

Much greater excitement came to Jerusalem with 
the arrival of the wise men from the East. As they rode 
in on their camels through the city gate, everybody 
recognized them at once as men of wealth and position. 
Their fine clothes and stately appearance told that they 
were not of the common people. But the greatest interest 
was aroused by the question which they kept asking, 
“Where is He that is born King of the Jews? for we have 
seen His star in the east, and are come to worship Him.” 
Matthew 2:2. | 

This set everybody talking. Some who had mocked 
at the story told by the poor shepherds were thrilled as 
these rich strangers from the East spoke of following a 
star to find the King of the Jews. Others asked, “How 
could the King of the Jews be just born? The only king 
we know is Herod. Better send them to Herod.” 
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Soon all Jerusalem was agitated. The subject was 
even discussed in Herod’s palace. When the king heard 
of it he became worried. Had a child really been born 
who would one day take his place as king of Israel? He 
sent for the chief priests and “demanded of them where 
Christ should be born.” As king of the Jews he should 
have known without asking, but he had been too busy 
or too careless to find out. 

“In Bethlehem of Judaea,” replied the priests, quot- 
ing the prophecy of Micah 5:2. | 

“So!” thought Herod. “Then I must find out if a 
child has been born in Bethlehem who might possibly 
become king. If so, I shall know what to do with it.” 

But how to find out? Possibly these wise men from 
the East would know. He sent for them and listened to 
their story. Particularly was he interested in the star 
which they said they had seen. The Bible says he “en- 
quired of them diligently what time the star appeared.” 
No doubt this was to find out how old the child might 
be. 

Then he sent the wise men on to Bethlehem, saying, 
“Go and search diligently for the young child; and when 
ye have found Him, bring me word again, that I may 
come and worship Him also.” 

The old rascal! He had no thought of worshiping 
Jesus. He was planning to kill Him. But it sounded well, 
and the wise men went on their way, thinking no doubt 
what a good, kind king he was. 

As they left the city gates, lo, there in the sky they saw 
the star again. Why they had lost sight of it, nobody 
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knows. But whatever the reason, the star was there now, 
ready to guide them again. Thus patiently and tenderly 
does God lead all who are sincerely looking to Him. 

And “when they saw the star, they rejoiced with 
exceeding great joy.” Now they would keep their eyes 
fixed on it, no matter where it should lead them. 

It did not take them far. Only six miles. Then it 
stopped, seeming to hover over a house in the village. 
Through the dark streets they hurried toward it, and 
knocked on the door. 

Imagine the astonishment on Joseph’s face as he 
opened the door and saw the wise men standing there 
in their rich robes! How he must have wondered who 
they were and why they had come! A moment later they 
were indoors, looking eagerly toward Mary and the 
Child whom they had come so far to see. 

The Bible says, “When they were come into the 
house, they saw the young child with Mary His mother, 
and fell down, and worshipped Him.” 

As they rose from their knees they took packages 
from the folds of their long cloaks and opened them. 
Mary’s eyes opened in astonishment. 

Gold! Jewels! Priceless treasures! To poor people 
like herself and Joseph, it was a fortune. She did not 
realize then that God had sent all this wealth to provide 
for the long journey they would soon have to take into 
Egypt. 

There was frankincense and myrrh too. Rich of- 
ferings usually reserved for princes, kings, and gods. 
Mary understood. It fitted in with all that the angel had 
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said to her, and the shepherds, and Simeon and Anna 
in the temple. 

Having presented their gifts, the wise men prepared 
to leave and return to Jerusalem. They were anxious to 
tell the king of their good fortune in finding the Child 
they had sought so long. But that night God warned 
them in a dream that they should not return to Herod. 
At once they saw through the king’s wicked plan, and 
“they departed into their own country another way.” 
Matthew 2:12. 

Here is something to remember. Nobody who finds 
Jesus ever returns the same way. It is always “another 
way ’—a better way. Everything is different after we 
find Him. a 

As a result of the visit of the wise men Jesus was, 
of course, in great danger. In Jerusalem, Herod waited 
for them to return and report the result of their search. 


How long he waited we do not know, but it could not. — 


have been more than a few days at most. Then, when 
they did not come, and he was told that they had disap- 
peared, he was furious. His pride was hurt. He thought 
he had deceived them, and now, lo, they had deceived 
him! Now he would never know for sure about that 
Child they were seeking. Did they find Him, or not? 
Had a king been born in Bethlehem? 

If Herod had not been so angry and unreasonable, 
he could have found out easily enough. Surely somebody 
in Bethlehem must have known about the visit of the 
wise men and just which house they had visited. But 
rage always makes people blind and foolish. » 
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So, partly in anger because his plan had failed, and 
partly to make sure that no king would come out of - 
Bethlehem if he could help it, he ordered his soldiers to 
go to the village and kill every child “from two years 
old and under.” That, he thought, would settle the 
matter. | 

But it didn’t. God knew his thoughts, and planned 
a rescue. Even as Herod was giving his cruel order to 
his soldiers, “Behold, the angel of the Lord appeareth 
to Joseph in a dream, saying, Arise, and take the young 
child and His mother, and flee into Egypt, and be thou 
there until I bring thee word: for Herod will seek the 
young child to destroy Him.” 

- Joseph now saw the peril they were all in. Of course, 
if Herod: should hear that the wise men had offered 
Jesus frankincense and myrrh, he would be very jealous. 
Perhaps his soldiers were on their way at this very mo- 
ment. They must leave at once. 

Mary was awakened. Together they packed their 
few belongings, not forgetting, of course, the precious 
- treasures which the wise men had brought. These they 
hid where no prying eyes would find them. Then Joseph 
saddled the donkey, put Mary and the Child upon it, 
and set off. 

Just in time! Hardly were they a safe distance from 
the village than Herod’s soldiers arrived to do their 
murderous work. Perhaps upon the ears of the Baby 
Jesus—one day to be the comforter and burden bearer 
of His people—fell the cries of the poor little baby boys 
who died that night in Bethlehem. 


STORY 32 


l L was not so very far from Beth- 
lehem into Egypt, not more than a hundred miles at 
the most. Today you could cover that distance by car in 
two hours. At the pace a donkey travels, however, it 
- may well have taken Joseph and Mary four or five days. 
How glad they must have been when at last they crossed 
the border into Egypt and felt safe from Herod’s soldiers! 
= Just where they lived in Egypt no one knows, nor 
how long they stayed there. Probably Jesus was between 
two and three years old before they heard that Herod 
was dead and that it was now safe for them to return 
to their homeland. 

At the time they left Bethlehem, the angel had said, 
“Be thou there until I bring thee word.” So they had 
waited patiently for God’s leading. At last the angel 
came. Once more he appeared to Joseph in a dream, 
saying, “Arise, and take the young child and His mother, 

181 


182 THE CHILDREN’S HOUR 


and go into the land of Israel: for they are dead which 
sought the young child’s life.” 

What a happy day that was! In Egypt, with the 
money the wise men had given them, they had been able 
to live in comfort; but it was not home. They knew they 
were strangers and foreigners there. Now they could go 
back and see their friends and loved ones again. So one 
day they left Egypt and came once more into the land 
of Israel. 

Their first thought was to return to Bethlehem; but 
they were afraid to do that, for Herod’s son, Archelaus, 
cruel as his father, was ruling there. So they journeyed 
north toward Nazareth, the place they had left at the 
time of the taxing by Caesar Augustus. 

Back at last in their old home town, they started life 
anew, and lived peacefully there for many years. As for 
Jesus, we are told that “the child grew, and waxed strong 
in spirit, filled with wisdom: and the grace of God was 
upon Him.” Luke 2:40. 

These words suggest that He was a very good boy. 
And He was—the best boy who ever lived. It is a pity 
that we do not know more about His early days; how 
He helped Mary in the home and Joseph in his work- 
shop. It must have been wonderful to have such a boy 
about the place, so kind, so thoughtful, so loving, so 
considerate of others. 

The words “strong in spirit” would suggest that He 
was no sissy. He had a mind of His own. He had opinions 
and a will. Brave and fearless, He refused to go with the 
other boys of the village when they were up to mischief. 
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The Boy Jesus Helped His Mother in the Home and His Father 
in His Workshop 


He was always ready to stand alone for right, even 
though it meant being laughed at by His friends. 
From His earliest days He studied the Bible with 
His mother. Of course, they had only the Old Testament 
then, but Jesus learned all its greatest passages by heart. 
He could recite many of the psalms of David, the proph- 


ecies of Isaiah, and, of course, the Ten Commandments. 
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Remembering what the angel Gabriel had said to 
her before her Baby was born, and all that had happened 
at Bethlehem at the time of His birth, Mary led Jesus to 
study especially the chapters that mention the Messiah. 
Soon He knew where to find them all. One day—we 
know not when—the Spirit of God revealed to Him that 
they were all to be fulfilled by Him. 

Every Friday evening the little family would kneel 
together to welcome the holy Sabbath. Every Saturday 
morning they would go to the synagogue for worship. 
It was their custom to do so. (Luke 4:16.) They never 
missed. The preacher could always be sure that Joseph, 
Mary, and that wonderful little Boy of theirs would 
be in their places in the house of God. What a privilege 
it must have been for the minister to preach to a Boy 
like that in church, so attentive and interested, always 
looking up with such keen, wide-open eyes! 

Many times Joseph and Mary talked with Jesus about 
the yearly Passover services in Jerusalem. “Some day,” 
they told Him, “when you are old enough, we will take 
you to see them.” 

Poor people, and poor people’s children, did not get 
many treats those days, and a trip to Jerusalem must 
have seemed very wonderful to the son of a carpenter 
in Nazareth. No doubt Jesus looked forward with great 
eagerness to the time when He would be twelve years 
of age and so could go to the big city. 

At last, however, the longed-for day arrived, and 
the family set off on their journey. How interested 
Jesus must have been in everything and everybody—in 
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the people who were thronging the roads to the holy 
city; in the things they talked about, in the animals on 
which they rode, but most of all in the great historical 
ceremony He was going to attend, and of which He had 
read so often in the books of Moses! All the way He 
asked questions about it. What would it be like? What 
did each part of the service mean? 

The first sight of Jerusalem, with the temple gleam- 
ing in the sunlight, must have brought a great thrill 
=- to His heart. Any boy of twelve would have been ex- 
cited. Joyfully He entered the city gate and climbed the 
temple steps. His sharp eyes took in everything—the 
priests offering a sacrifice, the dying lamb, the smoke of 
the altar fire curling up to heaven. 

Mary had told Him much about all these things be- 
fore, but now, as He saw them for Himself, they made 
a deep impression upon Him. If they pointed forward 
to the Messiah, then would Messiah have to die, Him- 
self a sacrifice? Thus the mystery of His own mission 
gradually opened before Him. 

There was a school attached to the temple, and 
Jesus went in to see it. Here it was that He began asking 
questions of the priests, and they, amazed at His knowl- 
edge of the Scriptures, began asking questions of Him. 
So interested did they become that they did not want t the 
Boy to leave. 

Hours slipped by, and meanwhile the people who had 
attended the Passover began to leave. Joseph and Mary 
went with them. Having learned to have perfect trust 
in their Son, and knowing that He would never do any- 
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thing wrong, they went on their way without a worry, | 
even though He was not with them. Jesus was always 
so trustworthy, so reliable. They supposed He was with 
friends and would catch up with them in a little while. 
But when several hours had passed and He did not ap- 
pear, they began to fear that some harm might have come 
to Him. So they started back to the city, asking every- 
one they met, “Have you seen Jesus? Our little Boy, you 
know. He’s just twelve. Can you tell us where He is?” 
o Some said they had seen Him during the Passover, 
‘but nobody knew where He was now. So Joseph and 
Mary went all the way back to Jerusalem, getting more 

and more anxious every minute. | 

“Now where to go? In her heart Mary knew there 

-was only one place Jesus was likely to be. And it wasn’t 
-= a saloon or a dance hall or some other place of amuse- 
ment. It was the temple. 

So they made for the temple. 

“Ts our-Jesus here?” they asked. 

Yes, He was there all right. Not just playing, as other 
boys of His age might have been, but “sitting in the midst 
of the doctors, both hearing them and asking them ques- 
`- tions.” And the doctors seemed to be enjoying them- 
selves most of all, for “all that heard Him were aston- 
ished at His understanding and answers.” Never had 
they met a boy who knew the Scriptures so well and who 
understood their meaning so perfectly. And His ques- 
tions! The wisest men there found them hard to answer. 

As Mary looked in on the scene, she was amazed, as 
well she might have been. But she was so glad to find 
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her Son that she forgot all about the learned doctors 
and ran right over to Him with outstretched arms. 

“Son, why hast Thou thus dealt with us?” she said 
to Him in tender rebuke. “Behold, Thy father and I 
have sought Thee sorrowing.” 

Jesus was equally surprised to see His mother, and 
perhaps just.a little sorry that this wonderful meeting 
with the doctors should have to come to an end. 

“How is it that ye sought Me?” He asked. “Wist ye 
not that I must be about My Father’s business?” 

“My Father’s business.” That was a strange thing 
for a boy to say. 

The doctors heard Him say it, and wondered what 
He meant. “How could this man Joseph,” they thought, 
“a mere carpenter of Nazareth, have any business in the 
temple?” But Mary knew what He meant. Jesus was not 
thinking of Joseph. He was thinking of God. He believed 
that in learning more of the Scriptures, and storing up 
their wonderful truths in His mind, He was doing God’s 
business. He was preparing Himself for the work that 
God would call Him to do in later years, when He was 
grown up. aes 

This is still God’s business today, for you and for me. 
Some people think that to spend time studying the Bible 
or going to church to hear someone preach the Word of 
God is wasting time. It isn’t. It is the most important 
thing we can do. It is our Father’s business, and in do- 
ing it we are helping to make ourselves strong and wise 
for the tasks which God will call us to do for Him in 
days to come. 

Le 
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Amid the friendly farewells of the doctors, Jesus 
left the temple with Mary and Joseph. Then together 
they made their way back to Nazareth, where for many 
years more He lived with them and “was subject unto 
them.” That is, He honored them and obeyed them, as 
all children should honor and obey their parents today. 

He worked with Joseph in the carpenter’s shop, and 
learned what it meant to labor long and hard. He learned 
a trade, too, which is a good thing for every boy and 
girl to do. He learned how to make tables and chairs 
and windows and other useful things. And He learned 
to make them well. No shoddy work for Him. Every 
job He turned out was the best He could do. When 
people came to buy something at the carpenter’s shop, 
I suppose they asked first if Jesus had made it. If so, they 
knew the workmanship would be faultless. 

What a pity we do not have just one thing He jt 
in the carpenter’s shop! What an example it would be for 
all the boys of the world today! How square the saw cuts! 
How perfect the mitering! How: smooth the oe How 
invisible the joints! 

By doing this perfect work in the carpenter’s shop 
Jesus was preparing Himself for His future ministry 
just as much as when He was studying with the doctors 
in the temple in Jerusalem. He could not afford to leave 
a poor record anywhere. He had to be faithful and true’ 
in everything, that He might be the perfect example for 
every boy and girl in the world. He is still our example 
now. Let us keep our eyes on Him. 
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STORY 33 


Siw the happy, carefree years 
in Nazareth passed away—the years of daily duties in 
the old home, of labor in the carpenter’s shop, of Bible 
study and prayer with Mary and Joseph. Now the years 
of larger service were at hand. 

One day news came to Jesus at Nazareth that His 
cousin John had begun to preach with great power down 
by the Jordan River. Thousands of people were flocking 
to hear him. 

“He preaches like one of the ancient prophets,” said 
one excited messenger. “He says he is ‘the voice of one 
-crying in the wilderness, Prepare ye the way of the Lord.’ 
Some people are wondering if he might be the promised 
Messiah, but he says, No, but He will appear soon. ‘I 
indeed baptize you with water,’ John says; ‘but one 
mightier than [ cometh, the latchet of whose shoes I am 
not worthy to unloose: He shall baptize you with the 
Holy Ghost and with fire,’ ” 
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After the Baptism of Jesus the Heavens Opened and God Spake Saying, 
“This Is My Beloved Son in Whom I Am Well Pleased” 
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“He’s a powerful preacher and no doubt about it,” re- 
ported another. “He’s afraid of nobody. You should have 
heard Him talk to the Pharisees and Sadducees when 
they came to hear him. ‘ʻO generation of vipers,’ He said 
to them, ‘who hath warned you to flee from the wrath to 
come? Bring forth therefore fruits meet for repentance: 
and think not to say within yourselves, We have Abra- 
ham to our father: for I say unto you, that God is able 
of these stones to raise up children unto Abraham.’ 
What a sermon was that! Israel has heard nothing like 
it since the days of Elijah.” 

Jesus was deeply moved by the reports that reached 
Him about His cousin, and at last He decided to go 
down to the Jordan and hear John Himself. In His heart 
He felt sure that the way John was stirring up the people 
and calling the whole nation to prepare for the appear- 
ance of the Messiah was all part of God’s plan and a clear 
sign that His own great mission must soon begin. 

Bidding farewell to His mother, to the old carpenter’s 
shop, and to everything around that was so familiar and 
dear to Him, He strode down the hill to the Jordan— 
and the new life He now must lead. 

It was not hard to find the way to the place where 
John was preaching, for so many were going to hear 
him. Indeed, judging by the number of people headed 
the same way, it seemed as though all the inhabitants of 
“Jerusalem, and all Judaea, and all the region round 
about Jordan” had left their homes and their work and 
were going to listen to this mighty preacher of right- 
eousness. | 
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Jesus mingled with the crowd. Then, when John 
called for men and women to turn again to God and 
show their repentance by being baptized in the Jordan, 
Jesus went forward with the rest and humbly waited His 
turn. Scores of people were baptized. It must have been 
a wonderful sight. Presently John came to where Jesus 
was standing. For a moment he did not know what to 
do. He knew that Jesus was the One about whom He 
was preaching—the Messiah for whom all were waiting. 
So he said, “I have need to be baptized of Thee, and 
comest Thou to me?” | 

Humbly Jesus answered, “Suffer it to be so now: 
for thus it becometh us to fulfil all righteousness.” 

If it was right for the people to be baptized, then 
Jesus wanted to be baptized too. Thus He would be an 
example for all who should afterward believe in Him. 
So John gently lowered Him into the waters of the Jordan 
and lifted Him up again. Then Jesus “went up straight- 
way out of the water: and, lo, the heavens were opened 
unto Him, and He saw the Spirit of God descending like 
a dove, and lighting upon Him: and lo a voice from 
heaven, saying, This is My beloved Son, in whom I am 
well pleased.” Matthew 3:16, 17. 

What a moment was that! It marked the end of all 
the years of training and preparation which Jesus had 
had in Nazareth, and the beginning of the great work for 
which God had sent Him into the world. Now He was 
indeed the Messiah, the anointed One—anointed by 

the Holy Spirit. 
Was Jesus happy when He heard God say, “This is 
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My beloved Son, in whom I am well pleased”? I think 
He must have been very, very happy. For what more 
could God have said to show His full approval? 

How much these sweet words tell us of the character 
of Jesus! What a good boy He must have been! What a 
‘noble, straightforward youth! Day by day, week by week, 
month by month, year by year, God had been watching 
His growth and development. Angels had hovered near 
Him from Bethlehem to Nazareth, and now to Jordan. 
Never had they seen one failure, never a deed or a word © 
of which they had felt ashamed. Never had Jesus disap- 
pointed them. He “was in all points tempted like as we 
are, yet without sin.” 

Now as God looked back upon the boyhood of 
Jesus, upon His youth and early manhood, He was justly 
proud of Him. Gladly He recognized Him as His own. 
The very words “This is My beloved Son” suggest that 
He wanted everybody to know how very satisfied He 
was. | 

“In whom I am well pleased.” What a beautiful com- 
mendation! Would you like your father to say this about 
you? I know you would. But could he say it? Could 
mother? Could God? 

God wants us all to live so like Jesus that He may be 
able to use these very words about us. Yes, about you 
and me. Let us ask Him now to help us to be so good and 
kind and true and faithful that someday we too may 
hear Him say, “This is My beloved ee beloved 
daughter—in whom I am well pleased,” 
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STORY 34 


Piss you noticed how often, right 
after you have had some very happy experience, every- 
thing seems to go wrong? Just when the sun is shining its 
brightest, a cloud comes up and covers it. Just when you 
have made up your mind to be very, very good, the devil 
seems to try especially hard to make you do wrong. Isn’t 
that true? 

That’s how life is. And that is exactly what happened 
to Jesus. Down by the Jordan He had had the most won- 
derful experience of His life. He had seen heaven open 
and the Holy Spirit descend upon Him in the form of 
a dove. He had heard the voice of God saying to Him, 
“This is My beloved Son, in whom I am well pleased.” 
His heart had thrilled with holy joy. Everything had 
seemed to be going so well. Then, all of a sudden, the 
scene changed. The sun went behind the clouds. ‘“Then 
was Jesus led up of the Spirit into the wilderness to be 
tempted of the devil.” Matthew 4:1. 
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That must have been a very lonely journey. The 
great crowds about the Jordan were left behind. So were 
all His friends, and the dear ones in the old home in 
Nazareth. 

At night there was no bed except the sand, no shelter 
save a rock, and no food. How often must He have 
thought of the meals His mother Mary had prepared for 
Him! But there was no Mary here. Only He—and God. 
And here He prayed, hour by hour and day by day. The 
Holy Spirit had warned Him that temptation was com- 
ing, so He prepared for it by talking with His heavenly 
Father, thinking of the Scriptures He had learned so 
well, and praying for strength and victory in the trial 
ahead. 

What thoughts must have come to Him in the dark, 
lonely evenings under the silent stars! What memories 
of all that Mary had told Him of His birth, of His visit 
with the doctors in the temple, of the prophecies He 
believed He was to fulfill, of the way God had openly 
acknowledged Him as His Son! Yes, and what strong 
resolutions He must have made to do right and carry. 
out the will of God! 

It is a wonderful thing to know in your heart that 
God has accepted you as His child and wants you to do 
something very special for Him. It gives you a lovely 
feeling inside, doesn’t it? You know Somebody has a 
plan for your life. You don’t have to worry about the 
future. You get visions of great things that must be done, 
and you know God will help you to do them. 

Perhaps you have had thoughts like these already. 
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If not, you will someday, if you love God and truly want 
to do His will. 

As the days passed and Jesus became hungrier and 
hungrier, He grew weaker and weaker. How He lived 
without food for forty days and forty nights, we cannot 
tell. It is hard enough for us to go without food for one 
day, let alone forty. Fancy having no breakfast, no eh, 
no supper, for nearly six weeks! 

Each day He waited for the great temptation: to come. 
Each day He sought to make Himself more ready to meet 
it when it should come. Then at last it came. And the 
devil struck where He was weakest. Said the tempter, 
“If Thou be the Son of God, command that these stones 
be made bread.” Matthew 4:3. 

It appeared so innocent, as temptations often do. 
Jesus was hungry—terribly hungry. Often He had 
looked at the stones that covered so much of this wilder- 
ness and wished He could eat them. Now the thought 
came, “Why not?” What wrong would there be in mak- 
ing just one stone into bread? Surely it would be better 
than dying of hunger. Surely, too, if He were indeed the 
Son of God, He would have but to ined the word and 
it would happen. 

But no; Jesus would not do it. He saw the danger in 
that ugly if. Should He work this miracle, it would mean 
He had a doubt in His own mind about His relation to 
God. And how could He doubt the words that God had 
spoken to Him by the Jordan: “This is My beloved Son”? 

Jesus recognized too that, should He yield to this 
temptation, He would spoil the whole purpose for which 
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He had come into the world. If He used His power to 
turn stones into bread, then people would come to Him, 
not for the spiritual help He could give them, but for 
material things, like food and clothes and houses and 
money. It would be easy to gather a great following this 
way; but it would not be God’s way. Thus, this seemingly 
simple temptation was designed by the devil to wreck the 
whole plan of salvation. 

Jesus saw through it and, desperately hungry though 
He was, refused, saying to the tempter, “It is written, 
Man shall not live by bread alone, but by every word 
that proceedeth out of the mouth of God.” 

His long study of the Scriptures helped Him to find 
the right text with which to answer the devil. And so it 
was when the second temptation came. 

Now the devil led Him to Jerusalem, and they stood 
together on a high part of the temple, perhaps where the 
wall was built on the very edge of a precipice. Then the 
devil said, quoting Scripture himself this time, to make 
this temptation seem more innocent than the first: “If 
Thou be the Son of God, cast Thyself down: for it is 
written, He shall give His angels charge concerning thee: 
and in their hands they shall bear thee up, lest at any 
time thou dash thy foot against a stone.” 

What was wrong with the devil’s suggestion? Had 
not God promised that the angels would look after Him? 
Then why not put His promise to the test? If He were 
indeed the Son of God, surely God would not let Him 
be killed if He jumped off the wall. 


Jesus refused to do it, saying, “It is written again, 
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Thou shalt not tempt the Lord Thy God.” In other 


words, we are not to expect God to use His power to 
protect us when we take unnecessary risks or embark 
on foolhardy enterprises. When we go where He sends 
us, we can always count on His promise to send His 
angels to take care of us; but not when we attempt some- 
thing utterly foolish, like jumping off a church steeple. 

With His clear mind Jesus saw a yet deadlier peril 
in this temptation. It was designed to ruin His mission. 
He saw that if He jumped, and was miraculously saved 
from death, people would flock to Him as to a magician. 
They would point to Him as “the man who jumped from 
the temple wall.” He wanted no such cheap advertise- 
ment. He had come to save people by love, not by acro- 
batics and circus stunts. The devil’s suggestion was op- 
posed to every principle of His kingdom. 

Defeated again, the devil tried a new approach. He 
led Jesus to a mountaintop—of which there are many 
in Palestine—where they could see for a great distance. 
There he showed Him “all the kingdoms of the world, 
and the glory of them; and saith unto Him, All these 
things will I give Thee, if Thou wilt fall down and wor- 
ship me.” 

The devil knew that Jesus was interested in setting up 
a kingdom; that He was planning to do it the hard way, 
by sacrifice and suffering, by persuasion and love; so 
he offered Him a kingdom the easy way. It was as though 
he said to Jesus, “I know you want to set up a kingdom, 
but it is going to cost you a lot. You don’t need to pay 
the price. You don’t need to pay anything. Here are all 
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the kingdoms of the world, free for the asking. Just bow 
to me, and they will all be yours—all the power and the 
glory aman could want. No seas no opposition, no 
crucifixion.” 

It was the easy way, but it was not God’s way. Nor 
was Jesus interested in setting up a kingdom like those 
of the world, full of vice and wickedness. His plan was 
far different. He sought a kingdom of converted people, 
in which the inhabitants would be all righteous. As for 
falling down before Satan for any glory he could give, 
Jesus would have none of it. “Get thee hence, Satan,” 
he said sternly: “for it is written, Thou shalt worship 
the Lord thy God, and Him only shalt thou serve.” 
Verse 10. | 

In that great crisis of His life, what a blessing was 
His knowledge of the Scriptures! The right words came 
to His mind just when they were needed. Even so will 
our study of the Bible help us meet the devil’s tempta- 
tions today. However deceitful the temptations may be, 
the words of God will be our wisdom and strength. They 
will help us to make right decisions and give right an- 
swers. 

It is possible that we may even have to meet the same 
temptations Jesus did. He was tempted first through His 
appetite, then through His pride, and finally through 
His ambition. We may be attacked from the same three 
quarters. But we do not need to fail. We can resist the 
devil and win the battle against him every time if we 
know the Bible and walk with God as Jesus did. 

When the devil saw that he could make no headway 
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at all with Jesus—when he saw that, though Jesus was 
weak and starving He could not be moved in the least 
trom His loyalty to God, he went away. So will he leave 
us when he sees that we are determined at all costs to be 
true to God. 

Then, the Bible says, “Behold, angels came and min- 
istered unto Him.” They had been watching the struggle 
with bated breath. Would Jesus stand against “the wiles 
of the devil”? Would He win this great battle with the 
prince of darkness? 

As the devil slunk away defeated and Jesus’ victory 
was no longer in doubt, they pressed close and, in ways 
unknown to us, brought Him food and comfort. 

Now we see Him coming back from the wilderness. 
There is a new light in His eye, a new confidence in His 
step and in His bearing. He has won the fight with His 
archenemy. He has proved that the worst temptations 
can be met and conquered. Tested, tried, and trium- 
phant, He strides victoriously toward the Jordan, back 
to the cities and villages of Israel, to begin the great work 
He came to the world to do. 


STORY 35 


Nica: after Jesus returned from 
the wilderness, bad news reached Him. His cousin John, 
who had been doing such a wonderful work for God 
by the Jordan, had been arrested by Herod’s soldiers and 
cast into prison. John had rebuked the king for his 
wicked deeds, and this was the result. 

Such news was enough to make most men stop and 
ask whether it was wise to preach at such a time. But 
nothing could stop Jesus now. The Bible says that He 
“returned in the power of the Spirit into Galilee: and 
there went out a fame of Him through all the region 
round about. And He taught in their synagogues, being 
glorified of all.” Luke 4:14, 15. 

What sermons were those! How I wish I could have 
listened to just one of them! Just to hear His melodious 
voice, to see His flashing eyes, to note the certainty with 
which He turned from text to text and made plain the 
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great prophecies about the Messiah and the kingdom of 
God. How the people’s hearts must have thrilled as 
they listened to Him! How they must have wondered 
at His knowledge and His power! 

What did He preach about? Mark tells us. “Jesus 
came into Galilee,” he says, “preaching the gospel of the 
kingdom of God, and saying, The time is fulfilled, and 
the kingdom of God is at hand: repent ye, and believe 
the gospel.” Mark 1:14, 15. 

When He said, “The time is fulfilled,” He was, of 
course, referring to the time prophecy in the ninth chap- 
ter of the book of Daniel, which told when Messiah was 
to come—the same prophecy so many people had been- 
talking about at the time the star appeared and the wise 
men came from the East. It was the one that Simeon 
and Anna knew so well, and that the priests and rabbis 
-had argued about so long. “Now,” Jesus said with great 
certainty, “it is fulfilled. Messiah has come at the time 
appointed.” And He preached so well and with such 
authority that a great many believed Him. 

But He did not spend all His time preaching. Once, 
coming to a village called Cana, He was invited to a 
wedding. His mother was there, and how pleased He 
must have been to see her again! While she busied her- 
self with the refreshments, He talked with the guests. 
Presently she came to Him and said, “They have no 
wine.” Just like any other mother, she thought her big 
Son should be able to help her out. Certainly she ex- 
pected Him to, for she turned to the servants and said, 
‘“W/hatsoever He saith unto you, do it.” 

13 
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Jesus did not fail her. Noticing six large stone water- 
pots standing in the yard, He said to the servants, “Fill 
the waterpots with water. And they filled them up to 
the brim.” 

As soon as the last waterpot was full He said, “Draw 
out now, and bear unto the governor of the feast.” 

They might well have replied, “Draw out? Take the 
governor water to drink?” But they did not. They did 
what Jesus said, and, lo, as the water came out it was the 
color of wine! They carried it to the governor, wonder- 
ing what he would say when he tasted it. But it tasted 
so good that he called the bridegroom and exclaimed on 
its high quality. “Most people bring out the good wine 
first,” he said, “but you have kept it till the last!” No 
doubt the bridegroom smiled and nodded, wondering 
what the man meant. But he soon found out, for the 
servants couldn’t keep such a story to themselves. Soon 
everybody was talking about it. “It’s a miracle!” they 
said. | | 

“This beginning of miracles did Jesus in Cana of 
Galilee, and manifested forth His glory; and His disciples 
believed on Him.” John 2:11. 

From now on Jesus revealed His power in many 
wonderful ways, healing the sick, casting out devils, 
opening the eyes of the blind. ‘Today all Boy Scouts and 
Girl Scouts have as their motto, “A Good Deed Every 
Day,” but Jesus was not content with one good deed a 
day; He tried to bring joy and comfort to others all the 
time. 

One day while He was preaching in the synagogue 
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in Capernaum, a poor man cried out and made a great 
disturbance. Jesus saw that he was possessed with an 
evil spirit, and said in a tone of command, “Hold thy 
peace and come out of him!” 

Everybody turned toward the poor crazy man to 
see what would happen. “And when the unclean spirit 
had torn him, and cried with a loud voice, he came out 
of him.” 

Then there was a great silence and the astonished 
people whispered to one another, “What thing is this? 
What new doctrine is this? for with authority He 
commandeth even the evil spirits and they do obey Him.” 

Like the miracle of the wine, the story of the heal- 
ing of the man with the evil spirit—right in church too 
—made a great sensation. “Immediately His fame spread 
abroad throughout all the region round about Galilee.” 
Mark 1:28. | | 

Visiting in Peter’s home, Jesus found a sick woman 
lying there. Peter’s mother-in-law was in bed with a fever, 
so He came to her, “and took her by the hand, and 
lifted her up; and immediately the fever left her.” 

News of this new miracle spread quickly, and soon 
the whole town was stirred. The people were sure now 
that a great Healer was among them, and everybody 
with an ache or pain of any sort set out for Peter’s house. 
What a sight it must have been—all those poor sick peo- 
ple waiting for help! Some groaning in pain, some crying 
out in agony, some shrieking in madness. Perhaps Jesus 
planned it this way so «nat Peter would catch a glimpse 
of the great need of the world about him. Anyway, “at 
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even, when the sun did set, they brought unto Him all 
that were diseased, and them that were possessed with 
devils. And all the city was gathered together at the 
door.” 

What would Jesus do? Everybody waited to see. Hi 
had healed one person in the synagogue and an elderly 
woman in Peter’s house, but could He heal all these? 
There were so many. And some of them had such terrible 
sicknesses. As for all the maniacs, what could He do 
with them? 

While all looked on in amazement, He began His 
work of healing. Gradually the groaning ceased, the 
cries of agony were stilled, the shouts of the devil-pos- 
sessed were silenced. Soon a hush came over the whole 
crowd. Never had Capernaum seen anything like this. 

As those who had been healed hurried back to their 
homes and told the wonderful story of what had hap- 
pened to them, the excitement must have been intense. 
Other sick people, who had refused to go to Jesus be- 
cause they felt timid or afraid, wished they had gone 
with the others. They wanted to go now, and made up 
their minds to find Him at the first opportunity. 

News of these miracles of healing was carried to the 
next town, and the next, and the next. It spread over the 
whole countryside until everybody wanted to see the 
great new Teacher. 

“And Jesus went about all Galilee, teaching in their 
synagogues, and preaching the gospel of the kingdom, 
and healing all manner of sickness and all manner of 
disease among the people. 
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“And His fame went throughout all Syria: and they 
brought unto Him all sick people that were taken with 
divers diseases and torments, and those which were 
possessed with devils, and those which were lunatick, 
and those that had the palsy; and He healed them.” 
Matthew 4:23, 24. 

I can imagine some children talking about Him, 
maybe in a little back street in Jerusalem. “If only we 
could take mother to see this Jesus, perhaps she would 
get well again. Perhaps He could do something for her 
eyes, so she could see properly. And dad, poor old dad, 
with his backache and that sore on his leg, perhaps he 
could be cured, too. Somehow we must take them both 
to the great Healer.” 

In thousands of homes children and older people 
were talking like this, wondering how they could find 
Jesus, then setting out with their sick folk to meet Him. 

“And there followed Him great multitudes of peo- 
ple from Galilee, and from Decapolis, and from Jeru- 
salem, and from Judaea, and from beyond Jordan.” 

The Bible does not begin to tell in detail about all 
the people who were healed. If it did, it would be such 
a big Book that nobody could pick it up to read it. In- 
stead, it describes some special cases, like the story of 
the leper who called out to Jesus, “Lord, if Thou wilt, 
Thou canst make me clean.” People were afraid of lepers, 
because the disease was so terrible. They wouldn’t go 
near them, let alone touch them. But “Jesus put forth 
His hand, and touched him, saying, I will; be thou clean. 
And immediately his leprosy was cleansed.” 
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There was the Roman officer, a centurion, who came 
to Jesus not for himself but for his servant. “My servant 
lieth at home sick of the palsy, grievously tormented,” 
he said. 

“I will come and heal him,” said Jesus. 

Then the soldier, in words that deeply moved the 
Master, said, “Lord, I am not worthy that Thou should- 
est come under my roof: but speak the word only, and 
my servant shall be healed.” 

Such faith and humility, coming from a Roman cen- 
turion, was most unusual. Jesus marveled at it, saying 
to those about Him, “I have not found so great faith, no, 
not in Israel.” Then to the centurion He said, “Go thy 
way; and as thou hast believed, so be it done unto thee. 
And his servant was healed in the selfsame hour.” 

Then there was the woman who had been sick for 
many years, and who had spent every penny she had on 
doctors’ bills. She pressed through the crowd and 
touched but the hem of His garment, and was healed im- 
mediately. . 

There was the poor widow of Nain, walking tear- 
fully beside the coffin of her only son. When the Lord 
saw her, “He had compassion on her, and said unto her, 
Weep not.” His tender heart could not bear the sight of 
this poor, heartbroken woman. Then He spoke to the 
dead boy. “Young man, I say unto thee, Arise. And he 
that was dead sat up, and began to speak. And He de- 
livered him to his mother.” 

No wonder “there came a fear on all: and they glori- 

fied God, saying, That a great prophet is risen up among 
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us; and That God hath visited His people.” Luke 7:11-16. 


Then there was the rich nobleman whose son was 
healed, and blind Bartimaeus, whose eyes were opened, 
and the man with the palsy who was let down through 
a roof on a bed and went away walking. There was the 
man with the withered hand whom Jesus healed on the 
Sabbath day, and Jairus’s twelve-year-old daughter, 
whom He awakened from the sleep of death. 

So many stories! Beautiful stories. The Gospels are 
full of them. You must read them all for yourself. And 
as you read you will come to see what a wonderful person 
Jesus was. Your heart will be touched with His thought- 
fulness, His kindness, His willingness to help anybody 
and everybody in need. You will come to love Him more 
and more for His sweet, gentle nature. And you will say 
to yourself at last, “Surely this must be the Christ, the 
Son of the living God. I will love Him and serve Him all 
my life.” 
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Jesus Said to Him, "Except a Man Be Born Again, He Cannot See 
Kingdom of God.” This Was a Shock to Nicodemus 
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| A. Jesus saw all the poor sick peo- 


ple coming to Him—many of them diseased, crippled, — 
lame, and deformed—He was very, very sorry for them. 
He had compassion on them, the Bible says, not only be- 
cause they were sick, but because they did not have any- 
one to help them. They were as sheep without a shepherd. 
They had lost their way—the way which God had shown 
to Adam and Eve in the garden. And in losing it they 
had lost health and happiness and peace of mind and 
everything that makes life worth living. 

So while He healed their bodies He tried also to heal 
their minds. Without this He knew they would soon re- 
turn to their old ways and be as sick as they were before. 
Their minds and hearts must be changed if any lasting 
good were to be done for them. But could He do it? 
And how could He convince them it needed to be done? 

One night while Jesus was alone in a quiet place 
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where He loved to’ go and pray, He heard footsteps ap- 
proaching in the darkness. Looking up, whom should He 
see but one of the most important men in Jerusalem. It 
was Nicodemus, a ruler of the Jews. Why had he come? 
Because he had heard much about Jesus and wondered 
whether He might indeed be the Messiah, come to set up 
the kingdom of God. He wanted to find out. 

Respectfully he began, “Rabbi, we know that Thou 
art a teacher come from God: for no man can do these 
miracles that Thou doest, except God be with him.” 

Knowing the thoughts that were running through 
his mind, Jesus said to him, “Except a man be born again, 
he cannot see the kingdom of God.” 

This was a shock to Nicodemus. Like most people of 
his day, he thought that Israel could have the kingdom 
of God without a change of heart. But Jesus knew this 
could not be. 

Nicodemus tried to argue, foolishly, that it was im- 
possible for anyone to be born again. But Jesus was firm. 
It was the only way to the kingdom He said. Unless such 
a change takes place in a man he cannot “enter into the 
kingdom of God.” 

Then He told Nicodemus about God’s plan to save 
men from sin and all its evil results, and how He wanted 
to help them find a better way of living so that they 
might enter His kingdom and live with Him forever. 
In the most beautiful words ever uttered Jesus said: 
“God so loved the world, that He gave His only begotten 
Son, that whosoever believeth in Him should not perish, 
but have everlasting life. For God sent not His Son into 
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the world to condemn the world, but that the world 
through Him might be saved.” John 3:16, 17. 

Nicodemus listened, deeply moved. He had never 
thought of God like this. He had never imagined God 
could love man so much. Though he may not have real- 
ized it at the moment, his own heart was being changed 
while Jesus spoke to him. He was being “born again” 
even while he sat there in the dark. 

It was just such a change as this that Jesus longed to 
work in the minds and hearts of all the people. He knew 
that without it they would never be happy, nor would 
they ever see the kingdom of God for which they longed. 
So He preached about it and talked about it, and tried 
the best He could to help everybody see His new and 
better way to live. 

One day, “seeing the multitudes, He went up into 
a mountain: and when He was set, His disciples came 
unto Him: and He opened His mouth, and taught them, 
saying, | 

“Blessed are the poor in spirit: for their’s is the king- 
dom of heaven. 

“Blessed are they that mourn: for they shall be com- 
forted. 

“Blessed are the meek: for they shall inherit the earth. 

“Blessed are they which do hunger and thirst after 
righteousness: for they shall be filled. 

“Blessed are the merciful: for they shall obtain mercy. | 

“Blessed are the pure in heart: for they shall see God. 

“Blessed are the peacemakers: for they shall be called 


the children of God. 
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Blessed Are the Pure in Heart for They Shall See God,” Jesus Taught 


“Blessed are they which are persecuted for righteous- 
ness’ sake: for their’s is the kingdom of heaven. 
‘Blessed are ye, when men shall revile you, and perse- 
cute you, and shall say all manner of evil against you 
falsely, for My sake. Rejoice, and be exceeding glad: for 
great is your reward in heaven: for so persecuted they 
the prophets which were before you.” Matthew 5:1-12. 
These nine teachings of Jesus are known as the beati- 
tudes, because they tell how people can be made happy. 
They might be called His “Rules for Happiness.” 
Many of those who heard Him say these things didn’t 
understand them. They had always thought it was the 
rich and powerful—kings, priests, army officers, and the 
like—who were most fortunate in this life; that the peo- 
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ple with the big names and the loud voices would get 
all the “plums” in God’s kingdom. “No,” said Jesus. 
“That is all wrong. It is the ‘poor in spirit-—the humble, 
kindly folk—for whom the kingdom of God is reserved. 

The meek, not the proud, shall inherit the earth. | 

“Those who would enter God’s kingdom must be 
pure in heart; they must be merciful; they must be peace- 
makers; they must hunger and thirst after righteous- 
ness. Otherwise they will not see the kingdom.” 

Thus Jesus tried again and again to help the people 
see that the way to the kingdom, to a better, happier-life, 
was by a change of heart. The way they had been living 
was not good enough. It had brought them only sorrow 
and suffering. They must find a new way—His new way. 

“Ye have heard,” said Jesus, “that it hath been said, 
An eye for an eye, and a tooth for a tooth: but I say 
unto you, That ye resist not evil: but whosoever shall 
smite thee on thy right cheek, turn to him the other also.” 

Again: “Ye have heard that it hath been said, Thou 
shalt love thy neighbour and hate thine enemy. But I 
say unto you, Love your enemies, bless them that curse 
you, do good to them that hate you, and pray for them 
which despitefully use you, and persecute you; that ye 
may be the children of your Father which is in heaven.” 

This was His way, and it was the way to a new life, 
the way to the kingdom of God. It was the way of love, 
kindness, and forgiveness. 

It is still His way today. If we want to be His children, _ 
we must follow it. We shall never see His kingdom or 
be truly happy unless we do. 
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But how? Jesus could not have made it plainer. “Ex- 
cept a man be born again, he cannot see the kingdom of 
God.” And that goes for boys and girls too. The same 
wonderful change must happen in all our hearts. 

Has it happened in yours? 

“How can I know?” you say. 

Jesus made that clear. To Nicodemus, who wondered 
about the same question, Jesus said, “The wind bloweth 
where it listeth, and thou hearest the sound thereof, 
but canst not tell whence it cometh, and whither it 
goeth: so is every one that is born of the Spirit.” John 3:8. 

Can you see the wind? Of course not. But you know 
when it is blowing. How? By what the wind does. When 
you see a windmill turning, trees bending, or papers be- 
ing blown about in the school playground, you know that 
the wind is blowing. 

So it is with the Spirit of God. Nobody can see it, yet 
everybody knows when it is at work. When a boy or a 
girl who has been grumpy and bossy and rude and quar- 
relsome suddenly becomes pleasant and humble and — 
polite and peace loving, it is clear that something has 
happened. The Holy Spirit has come into his heart. Like 
a rushing mighty wind, it has swept out all that is ugly, 
unclean, and ungodlike, and in its place has brought all 
the noble and beautiful qualities that God loves. 

Have you been born again? Has this change been 
seen in you? If not, why not ask Jesus now to send His 
Holy Spirit into your heart? Only so can you be His | 
child. Only so can you enter His kingdom. Only so can 
you be truly happy, here and hereafter. 
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Buss as He was with all His 
preaching, teaching, and healing, Jesus still found time 
to be kind to children. He loved them, and they knew 
it. Children always know who loves them, don’t they? 

Whenever a crowd of people gathered to listen to 
Jesus and watch His miracles of healing, there were chil- 
dren about. There were the very little ones in their 
mother’s arms, looking at Him with great big eyes. There 
were the toddlers, peering shyly from behind trees or 
from between big people’s legs. There were the boys and 
girls of primary age, standing quietly and obediently as 
their parents told them to be good. There were the junior 
boys and girls, listening now and then, but too full of 
life and energy to stand still very long. All of them, from 
the youngest to the oldest, loved to be where Jesus was. 
His kind smile and gentle words were like a magnet to 
them. 
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Sometimes grownups thought He gave too much of 
His time to children. Once, when some mothers came 
to Him asking that He would put His hands on their 
children and bless them, His disciples told them to go 
away and not bother the Master. They thought that He 
would be glad they had saved Him so much trouble, 
but they were mistaken. Jesus was not pleased. 

He knew how those children had looked forward to 
meeting Him. He knew, too, how much time their moth- 
ers had spent washing their faces, fixing their clothes, 
tidying their hair. And He was not going to disappoint 
them. 

“Suffer little children,” He said, “and forbid them 
not, to come unto Me: for of such is the kingdom of 
heaven.” Matthew 19:14. 

“Let the children alone, do not stop them from com- 
ing to Me,” is the way another translation reads. I would 
love to have heard Jesus say that. “Don’t stop the chil- 
dren from coming to Me.” It was such a nice, kind thing 
for Him to say. 

And just as He said it then, so He says it still today. 
“Don’t stop the children from coming to Me.” He wants 
all boys and girls to come to Him. He will never turn 
one of them away. 

Now think for a moment of His words: “For of such 
is the kingdom of heaven.” What did He mean? I can 
think of some children who are so naughty and rude and 
disobedient that they would turn heaven into a mad- 
house if they were ever to get there. Others I know are 
so destructive that they would tear the New Jerusalem 
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Jesus Is the Children’s Friend. He Understands All About Them 
and Loves Them 


to pieces in no time if Jesus were to let them in. No, He 
was not thinking of children such as these. He was think- 
ing of sweet, innocent, unspoiled children; of children 
who love their parents and are eager to obey them. The 
kingdom of heaven will be made up of people like this. 

One day, when the disciples of Jesus were arguing 


among themselves as to who should be the greatest 
14 
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in the kingdom of heaven, “Jesus called a little child unto 
Him, and set him in the midst of them, and said, Verily 
I say unto you, Except ye be converted, and become as 
little children, ye shall not enter into the kingdom of 
heaven.” Matthew 18:2, 3. 

Many people—yes, and many children, too—are for- 
ever striving to be the greatest, to get the biggest and the 
best of everything for themselves. This is not good, says 
Jesus. Those who do so will never see His kingdom. ‘They 
would spoil it for everybody else. “Tl tell you who will 
be the greatest in My kingdom,” He said. “Whosoever 
therefore shall humble himself as this little child, the 
same is greatest in the kingdom of heaven.” That is 
hard for some to understand, but it’s the truth just the 
same. We must be humble and kind and unselfish if we 
would be great in the sight of God. 

-The Bible does not say so, but I like to think that at 
this moment the little child which Jesus was gently hold- 
ing there in the midst of His disciples looked up into 
His face and smiled. Why? Because of what Jesus said 
next: ‘‘Whoso shall receive one such little child in My 
name receiveth Me. But whoso shall offend one of these 
little ones which believe in Me, it were better for him 
that a millstone were hanged about his neck, and that 
he were drowned in the depth of the sea.” 

- Jesus loved that little child. That is easy to see. His 
words were just like those of a big brother, weren’t they? 
If anybody hurts my little brother, or my little sister, 
he had better look out! Even so does Jesus care for all 
boys and girls who believe in Him. 
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That the children returned the love which Jesus 
showed to them is very clear. Remember the story of the 
-little boy’s lunch? I think it is one of the loveliest in all 
the Bible. 

Jesus had gone up into a mountain with His disciples, 
and the people, always anxious to be with Him, “because 
they saw His miracles which He did on them that were 
diseased,” had followed Him there. In little groups and 
big groups they had flowed out from the cities and 
villages until they covered the mountainside. Presently, 
as Jesus turned from talking with His disciples, He 
“lifted up His eyes, and saw a great company come unto 
Him.” John 6:5. There were at least five thousand, be- 
sides women and children. It was evening and the people 
were tired and hungry. 

The disciples were worried. “Send them away,” they 
urged. 

“They need not TREN said Jesus. “Give ye them 
to eat.” Matthew 14:16. Mee, 

What? Feed this great multitude? Impossible! Philip 
spoke up and said, “Two hundred pennyworth of bread 
is not sufficient for them, that every one of them may 
take a little.” 

Today, if you were suddenly asked to feed five thou- 
sand people, you would probably say, “Five hundred 
dollars would not be sufficient.” Two hundred pence in 
those days was as hard to get as five hundred dollars 
now, and Philip was scared at the thought of spending 
all that money for just one meal. 

Only Jesus was not disturbed. “He . . , knew what 
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The Boy Willingly Offered His Lunch to Jesus 
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He would do.” Meanwhile the disciples had been look- 
ing around to see if they could find any food. Perhaps 
~ some of the people had brought a quantity that could be 
shared. Presently Andrew called out, “There is a lad 
here, which hath five barley loaves, and two small fishes: 
but what are they among so many?” 

What indeed! It was only a little boy’s lunch, and 
how could that help in feeding five thousand people? 

I like to think that this lad had set out this day espe- 
cially to see Jesus. His mother had packed this lunch 
for him so he wouldn’t be hungry. Like any other boy, © 
he had looked forward eagerly to eating it; but as he 
stood near the front row of people he had heard Jesus 
say that He wanted food. What for, the lad could not 
understand. He only knew that Jesus had asked for 
bread. Then he had seen the worried look on the faces 
_ of the disciples, and had heard them asking each other 
what to do. Sidling up to Andrew, he had nudged him 
until he got his attention. Then I like to think he said, 
“You may have my lunch, sir, if it would help. I shall be 
glad for Jesus to have it.’ 

As the boy came face to face with Jesus, and placed 
his precious lunch in the Master’s hands, what a thrill 
must have come to him! To think that he, a little un- 
known lad, could do something for the great Teacher! | 
He would talk about this moment the rest of his days. 

As Jesus took the five little barley buns and two small 
fishes from the boy’s hands, there may well have been 
tears in His eyes, for He knew how great a sacrifice it 
was for a boy to give up his lunch. And I am sure that 
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He loved that boy very, very much, as He loves all boys 
and girls today who give up something that they prize 
for Him. 

The best of it was, of course, that, though the boy 
gave up his lunch, he did not lose it. He got it all back, 
and more besides—all he could eat. And as he ate he 
watched his lunch growing more and more, until Jesus 
had multiplied it five thousand times and fed the whole 
great multitude! 

So it is with all that we give to Jesus. It comes back 
to us “pressed down . . . and running over,” and at 
the same time becomes a mighty blessing to others. 

But now look back at those six little words, “He... 
knew what He would do.” Did you notice them? They 
mean so much. You see, Jesus never intended to buy 
any bread that day, or to have His disciples do so. Why? 
Because He had had His eye on that little boy all the 
time! He had read his thoughts. He knew that that 
boy was longing to do something for Him, and was will- 
ing to give up his lunch if need be. So Jesus planned 
the whole wonderful miracle with that little boy in mind. 

Perhaps, who can tell, He is planning to do some 
great thing now with YOU in mind. He knows what 
He would do—if you would let Him. 

Even at this moment the children’s Friend stands 
waiting for all boys and girls who love Him, to place in 
His hands their talents and their gifts—as the little lad 
gave his lunch in the long ago. He is waiting to bless 
and multiply their humble offerings beyond their wild- 
est dreams. Give Him your best today! 


STORY 38 


‘te story of Jesus is one of wonder 
after wonder. As He went on His way through Galilee 
and Judea, He left a trail of miracles never seen before 
or since. Again and again He amazed the people by the 
marvelous things that He did. 

You remember how He touched the leper and healed 
him; how He took Peter’s wife’s mother by the hand 
and the fever left her; how He opened the eyes of blind 
Bartimaeus. These and a thousand other miracles like 
them proved His power over disease. Jesus showed that 
He is stronger than the worst sickness anybody ever 
had, or could have. 

Then there was the very special healing of the cen- 
turion’s servant. You remember how, when the cen- 
turion said, “I am not worthy that Thou shouldest come 
under my roof: but speak the word only, and my servant 
-shall be healed,” Jesus spoke the word, and the servant 
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In a Loud Voice Jesus Said, “Lazarus, Come Forth!’ and the Dead 
Man Came to Life 
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was healed “in the selfsame hour.” That proved His- 
power over space. Jesus did not have to be present to 
heal sick people. He could heal them, if necessary, at a 
distance, and that was very wonderful indeed. Doctors 
would like to know how to do that today. We have found 
out how to talk to people at a distance by radio; we can 
send signals to the moon and back by radar; but we have 
yet to learn how to heal a sick person miles away as 
Jesus did. | 

One evening Jesus got into a fishing boat with His 
disciples, and, tired out, promptly fell asleep. By the 
time they had reached the middle of the lake a storm had 
sprung up. The disciples were used to storms, but this 
one was different. It became a great tempest “insomuch 
that the ship was covered with the waves.” Even those 
tough fishermen became afraid. They felt sure their boat ° 
was going to sink. In their terror they decided to awaken 
Jesus and ask His help. This they did, crying, “Lord, save 
us: we perish.” 

Opening His eyes without a trace of worry, Jesus 
smiled at them. “Why are ye fearful, O ye of little faith?” 
He asked. Then, standing up in the tossing boat, He cried 
to the winds and waves, “Peace, be still!’ And immedi- 
ately there was a great calm. | 

This proved His power over nature. It showed that 
He who had created the world in the beginning was still 
its master now. | 

The storm over and the sea calm again, the disciples 
rowed easily to the other side. There, as they got out of 
the boat, two wild men ran toward them. They were 


232 THE CHILDREN’S HOUR 


quite mad, possessed with devils. Most people would 
have run away from them, but again Jesus was unafraid. 
He just stood there, looking on them with great sorrow 
for their sad condition. Then He commanded the devils 
to come out of the fierce-looking creatures, and they 
came out, leaving them quiet, gentle, and in their right 
mind. As for the devils, they entered into a herd of swine 
near by, and made them so mad that they rushed over 
a precipice into the lake and were drowned. 

By this miracle Jesus proved that He had power over 
devils; that He was stronger than Satan. 

His greatest miracle, however, was wrought toward 
the close of His life on earth. Word reached Him that 
His friend Lazarus, the brother of Mary and Martha, 
was vety sick and likely to die. By the time He reached 
their home in Bethany, Lazarus was already dead and 
buried. 

He found the two sisters very sad, but grieving most 
of all because He had not come in time to save their 
brother from dying. Said Martha, “Lord, if Thou hadst 
been here, my brother had not died.” When Mary met 
Him a little later, she said the same thing. How those two 
poor women must have longed and prayed for Him to 
come! Now, it seemed, He had come too late. | 

Yet He was not too late. It is never too late for Jesus. 

“Thy brother shall rise again,” He said. 

“I know,” said Martha, “that He shall rise again in 
the resurrection at the last day.” 

But Jesus did not mean that, not just then. “I am 
the resurrection, and the life,” He said. “He that be- 
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lieveth in Me, though he were dead, yet shall he live. 
Do you believe this?” He asked. 

Martha wasn’t quite sure she understood ott He 
meant, but she was sure about Him and His mission. 
“I believe,” she said, “that Thou art the Christ, the 
Son of God, which should come into the world.” 

Jesus was pleased at that. 

Then Mary came. She was weeping. So were the 
people who came with her. It was all very, very sad. As 
Jesus saw them He began to cry too. “Jesus wept,” the 
Bible says. His tender heart was touched by so much 
sorrow, even as it is touched today when we are sad. 

But Jesus had come not to weep but to act. He had 
come, as He always comes, to help. ! 

“Where have ye laid him?” He asked. | 

Someone pointed out the tomb, and they all went 
over to it. All the way Jesus prayed to His Father for 
strength to do what to others seemed impossible. 

At last they were there. Mary and Martha stood 
bowed in grief while the other mourners wailed loudly. 
Presently all were startled as they heard Jesus say, “Take 
ye away the stone!” 

Take away the stone! Surely not. That would open 
the grave. Jesus couldn’t mean that. 

Martha spoke up and said, “Lord, by this time he 
stinketh: for he hath been dead four days.” Better not 
open it; it wouldn’t be nice. 

But Jesus replied, “Did I not tell you, if you will only 
believe, you shall see the glory of God?” (Moffatt. ) 

At this someone rolled the stone away. “And Jesus 
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lifted up His eyes, and said, Father, I thank Thee that 
Thou hast heard Me.” Then in a loud voice He cried, 
“Lazarus, come forth!” 

Everybody looked anxiously toward the tomb. Yes! 
Something was happening inside! The corpse was mov- 
ing. It was standing up! It was walking toward the open- 
ing! Could this be a living man? Could it be Lazarus? 

“And he that was dead came forth, bound hand and 
foot with graveclothes: and his face was bound about 
with a napkin.” 

Then Jesus said calmly, “Loose him, and let him go.” 

What a stir this made! Immediately people began 
running to Jerusalem and all over the countryside, cry- 
ing, “Jesus raised a man from the dead! We saw it with 
our own eyes!” 

In this, the greatest of His miracles, Jesus proved His 
power over death. As the Son of the living God He 
wanted all to know that He is stronger than death. And 
one day, because of His love for us, because of all He 
came to earth to do for.us, “there shall be no more death, 
neither sorrow, nor crying, neither shall there be any 
more pain.” Revelation 21:4. 

Wonderful Saviour! With power over disease, over 
space, over nature, over devils, over death, is there any- 
thing He cannot do? Nothing! Nor is there anything He 
will not do for those who love Him and believe in Him 
with all their hearts. 


STORY 39 


ON big reason why children 
loved to stay with Jesus was that He was always telling 
stories. He didn’t preach long sermons that tired peo- 
ple out. Instead He told stories about people and things 
which everybody knew and understood. 

Once He told a story about a sower. As the man 
sowed, said Jesus, some of the seed fell on the roadway 
instead of on the field, and the birds came and ate it up. 
Some seed fell where the land was rocky and the soil 
shallow. When the sun came up, it dried the land and 
the little plants died. Other seed fell where there were 
weeds, and the weeds spread all over the plants and 
choked them. 

But other seed fell on good ground. This sprang up 
and bore a fine crop. 

Such a simple story! Why did Jesus tell it? Because 
of the lesson He wanted to teach. The seed is the Word 
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of God. Jesus sows this seed. Sometimes alone; some- 
times with the help of His disciples and ministers. — 

Some of this seed falls by the wayside. Some people 
don’t take any notice of it. They don’t care. 

Some of it falls into the hearts of people who decide 
to be good and follow God’s way; but when trials come, 
they get discouraged and give up. 

Sometimes the seed of the Word leads people to 
start out toward the kingdom of God, but wrong 
thoughts like weeds come into their minds. Then the 
evil chokes the good, and they give up. 

But some seed falls into “good ground”—the people 
who receive it gladly and turn to God with all their 
hearts. These are the ones who are “born again” by the 
Holy Spirit. By living good lives and telling other peo- 
ple about Jesus, they produce a great harvest for God. 

So, simple as the story of the sower was, it had a 
deep meaning. It makes everybody who hears it ask, 
What kind of soil am I? Is my heart hard as a rock, or 
choked with weeds, or is it good soil where the love of 
God can do its wonderful work? 


Buried Treasure 


Jesus also told about a man who found a rich treasure 
buried in a field. No doubt all the children sat up to 
listen to this one! We all like stories of buried treasure. 
Well, the man didn’t own the field, and he was afraid 
that someone else would find the treasure and carry 
it away. What to do? There was only one thing he could 
do. He must buy the field. When he heard the price he 
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was frightened: it would take all he had in the world. 
But he wanted. that treasure so much he sold all his 
possessions and bought the field. 

What did this story mean? Just this: if we want the 
treasure to be found in the kingdom of God, we must 
be willing to give up all we have to get it. We cannot use 
some of our talents for the devil and some for God. We 
must be all His—always. 


Hidden Pearls 


Next Jesus told about a merchant “seeking goodly 
pearls” who, “when he had found one pearl of great 
price, went and sold all that he had, and bought it.” 

By the merchant, Jesus meant Himself. He is the 
One who gave up all He had in heaven to come down 
to earth to seek and save the lost. 

So in one story Jesus showed how we must give up 
all for Him; in the other, that He had already given up 
all for us. 


Highway Robbers 


Another story the children loved was about highway 
robbers. Once upon a time, Jesus said, a man started 
out to travel from Jerusalem to Jericho, down a rough, 
steep, dangerous road. On the way he was set upon by 
highway robbers, and badly beaten up. They took all 
his money and left him lying on the road half dead. 

By and by a priest came along, took one glance at — 
the wounded man, and passed by on the other side. Then 
a Levite came along.and did the same. Both men were 
in too much of a hurry, or too afraid, to stop. 
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Then along came a Samaritan. When he saw the 
poor, wounded man he ran over to care for him. First 
he bound up his wounds, then put him on his own 
donkey and took him to the nearest inn. There he paid 
the owner to look after the man till he should get well. 

This is known as the story of the good Samaritan, 
and Jesus told it so that we all might know how God 
‘expects us to treat people in need. We are not to pass 
by on the other side but give them all the help we 
can. Jesus finished this story by saying, “Go, and do thou 
likewise.” That is for you and me today. 


The Lost Sheep 


Another time Jesus told about a man who owned 
= a hundred sheep, and lost one. Instead of saying to him- 
self, “That’s too bad; let it go; I have ninety-nine others 
anyway,” he left the ninety-nine and went out to seek 
the lost sheep until he found it. 
Everybody who heard this story knew that that was 
. exactly what any good shepherd would do. He would 
not rest till the lost sheep was found. They knew too 
that when he had found it he would bring it back with 
- great joy and say to the neighbors, “Rejoice with me; 
© for [have found my sheep which was lost.” 
Who was the good Shepherd of this story? Jesus, of 
course. And the lost sheep? First, the world—the one 
world in all God’s universe that was lost—then every- 


`= oné who has lost the way to God. Remember, whenever 


a boy is lost, Jesus is looking for him. Whenever a girl 
is lost, Jesus is looking for her. 
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The Lost Coin 


So that there would be no doubt about this, Jesus 
told another story, this time about a lost coin. A woman, 
He said, had ten coins and lost one. Instead of saying, 
“Oh well, I’ve nine others; I won’t worry about the lost 
one,” she lit a candle and swept the house from top to 
bottom till she found it. 

Every woman who heard Him tell ‘des story must 
have smiled and said to herself, “That’s just what I 
would do if I lost a coin!” But Jesus wanted all to see 
that that is how anxious He is to find, not lost coins, but 


lost people, and bring them back to God. 


The Lost Boy 


Next He told the most beautiful and touching story 
of all. This time it was about a lost boy. 
A certain man, said Jesus, had two sons. The older 


one was content to stay at home and help his father on ` 


the farm. But the younger one was restless. He wanted 
to go to the city and have a good time. So he asked his 
father for his share of the family property, and the kind- ` 
hearted father gave it to him. 

A few days later this boy “gathered all together, and 
took his journey into a far country, and there wasted. - 
his substance with riotous living.” He had the good 
time he wanted—lots of parties, lots of shows, lots of 
eating and drinking. But after a while he discovered 
that his money was running low and his new friends 
were beginning to leave him. Then when a famine came, © 
and prices went up, he found he had neither money nor 
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‘Father, I Have Sinned Against Heaven, and in Thy Sight, and Am 
. No More Worthy to Be Called Thy Son” 


friends nor food. To get food he had to work, and the 
only work he could find was in a pigsty, feeding swine. 
So low were his wages that he could hardly get. enough 
to eat, and he often looked hungrily at the garbage the 
pigs were eating. 

_ By and by he began to think of the good old days 
at home, he was well off and didn’t know it. He pic- 
tured all the old farm hands he knew so well, eating 
their fill three times a day while he starved. 
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Then he thought of his father. Dear old dad! How 


kind he had been—giving him so much money when he 
could easily have refused it! What would he say when 
he heard that it had all been wasted? Would he forgive? 
Could he? 

“And when he came to himself, he said, . . . I will 
arise and go to my father, and will say unto him, Father, 
I have sinned against heaven, and before thee, and am 
no more worthy to be called thy son: rae me as one 
of thy hired servants.’ 

Hungry and weary, but repentant, nice boy started 
for home, wondering all the way how his father would 
receive him. He did not know that his father had been 
waiting and watching for him every day since he had 
gone away. Morning by morning the old man had 
looked down the road, hoping someday to see the lad 
coming back. 

At last the father’s. dream catne true, Far inthe 
distance he saw a lonely figure trudging wearily toward 
him. Love told him at once that this was his son. For- 
getting all else, he started running to meet him. 

“When he was yet a great way off, his father saw 
him, and had compassion, and ran, and fell on his neck, 
and kissed him.” 

-= What a welcome! 

Then the son began to speak. With tears in his voice 
he said, “Father, I have sinned against heaven, and in 
thy sight, and am no more worthy to be called thy son.” 

He was about to add, “Make me as one of thy hired 
servants,’ but he never said it. Overcome with joy and 
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excitement, his father interrupted him, giving orders 
right and left to the servants who had hurried to the 
scene. “Bring forth the best robe, and put it on him,” 
he cried, “and put a ring on his hand, and shoes on his 
feet: and bring hither the fatted calf, and kill it; and let 
us eat, and merry: for this my son was dead, and is 
alive again; he was lost, and is found.” 

Thus did Jesus try to reveal how great is God’s love 
for sinners. No matter how much wrong they may have 
done, no matter how unkind and ungrateful they may 
have been, if they will but repent and say to God, 
“Father, I have sinned,” He will receive them with open 
arms. : 

This story, like all the others, was not meant just for 
those who heard it long ago. It is for you and me and 
everybody today. We are to remember that God loves 
us with an everlasting love, a love that never dies. Though 
we leave Him and go far away, if we will but repent and 
turn again to Him, He will accept us. Even while we are 
“yet a great way off,” He will come running to meet us. 
For every repentant boy or girl a royal welcome is 
waiting. | 

If perchance you feel that you are lost; if you feel like 
that poor boy as he ate husks among the swine, think 
again of the Father’s house and the love that awaits you 
there. Don’t let pride keep you back. Just say to your- 
self, “I will arise and go to my Father.” 

This is the first step back to God, the first step toward 
the kingdom of heaven, the first step to happiness, Why 
not take it now? 
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STORY 40 


Joon. is often called the Great 
Teacher, and He was, of course, the greatest teacher who 
ever lived. But did you ever stop to think that He never 
taught most of the subjects you learn in school? So far 
as we know He never gave any lessons in reading, writ- 
ing, or arithmetic. He didn’t teach geography or geom- 
etry or algebra or physical education. How, then, was 
He the greatest teacher? 

Partly because of the way He taught, which was so 
simple that everyone could understand Him, and partly 
because of the kind of lessons He tried to teach. He was 
always seeking to make people good, rather than just 
fill their minds with facts. 

As we have seen, Jesus came to change lives; to show 
people a new and better way to live; so that they could 
live forever in His kingdom. To Him this was more im- 
portant than teaching them history or how to multiply 


and divide. 
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One of the lessons He taught was How Not to Quar- 
rel—and we all need that, don’t we? 

It happened this way: 

The mother of James and John had come to Jesus 
and asked Him to arrange for her two boys to have the 
best places in His kingdom. She wanted to make sure, 
in good time, that when Jesus became king her boys 
would sit on either side of His throne. Just like any other 
mother, she wanted the best for her children! 

But when the other disciples heard about it, they 
were very angry. The Bible says that they were “moved 
with indignation against the two brethren.” ‘They 
thought James and John had stolen a march on them. 
All of them had been secretly hoping for one of these 
important places, and they were not going to stand for 
any tricks like this. 

Then Jesus called them together and told them how 
wrong they were to quarrel over such a matter as this. 
“Ye know,” He said, “that the princes of the Gentiles 
exercise dominion over them, and they that are great 
exercise authority upon them. But it shall not be so 
among ‘you: but whosoever will be great among you, let 
him be your minister; and whosoever will be chief among 
you, let him be your servant: even as the Son of man 
came not to be ministered unto, but to minister, and to 
give His life a ransom for many.” Matthew 20:25-28. 

Notice that Jesus not only told them to stop quarrel- 
ing; He told them how. The way to do it was to stop 
thinking about themselves and start thinking of others. 
Each one must stop saying, “How can Į get something 
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for myself?” and start saying, “How can I do something 
for somebody else?” This, said Jesus, is the secret of living 
at peace with other people; and it works! It will stop 
quarreling at home, at school, anywhere. Try it and see! — 

Another time Jesus taught the lesson How to Forgive. 
Peter came to Him and said, “Lord, how oft shall my 
brother sin against me, and I forgive him? till seven 
times?” Matthew 18:21. It is hard to think that Peter _ 
and John ever fell out, but they must have, now and 
then, like most brothers. But the way to deal with it, 
Jesus said, was to have a forgiving spirit. “I say not unto 
thee, Until seven times: but, Until seventy times seven.” 
Jesus knew that if Peter were to forgive John four hun- 
dred and ninety times, and John were to forgive Peter 
four hundred and ninety times, all ill-will would disap- 
pear. So we are to keep on forgiving, over and over again, 
until the person who annoys us comes to love us! If your 
brother troubles you a great deal, try forgiving him just 
one hundred times, and see what happens. 

On still another occasion Jesus taught His disciples 
How to Behave at a Party. Such a simple lesson, yet how 
very important! 

“When thou art bidden of any man to a wedding,” 
He said, “sit not down in the highest room.... But... 
go and sit down in the lowest room; that when he that 
bade thee cometh, he may say unto thee, Friend, go up 
higher. . . . For whosoever exalteth himself shall be 
abased; and he that humbleth himself shall be exalted.” 
Luke 14:8-11. Here is a wonderful lesson indeed! 

Perhaps you know some boys and girls who need this 
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lesson. I know lots of them. They are forever pushing 
themselves forward. Always wanting to get attention, to 
“take the spotlight,” as we say. But this is not the right 
way, said Jesus. It is not God’s way. Take the lowest 
seat, He says, and don’t worry. If you are worthy of 
something better, others will soon discover it. And they 
will love you the more because you are humble. 

Then there was the lesson He taught about How to 
Give. As He stood in the temple one day, He watched 
the people bringing their gifts and putting them into 
the money box. Some gave a little, but “many that were 
rich cast in much.” | 

Then there came along a poor widow, who put in 
two small coins, worth about one cent. She didn’t know 
that Jesus was watching her, but He was. And He knew 
that those two coins were all she had in the world. 
Deeply touched by her loving sacrifice, He said to His 
disciples, ““This poor widow hath cast more in, than all 
they which have cast into the treasury: for all they. did 
cast in of their abundance; but she of her want did cast 
in all that she had, even all her living.” Mark 12:43, 44. 

So it is not what we give that matters but what we 
have left. It is not the amount but the spirit in which we 
give it. 

Some people may put a whole dollar into the plate 
in church, but if they do it carelessly, without any sacri- 
fice, it doesn’t do any good. If it means nothing to them, 
it means nothing to God. But when a little boy takes all 
his pocket money to Sabbath school and gives it with a 
smile to God, that is different. Jesus is pleased with that. 
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On another occasion Jesus taught the lesson Do the 
Best You Can. This was at a home in Bethany. As Jesus 
sat at dinner, a woman entered the room with an ex- 
pensive bottle of scent and, breaking it, poured the scent 
upon His head. Immediately the room was full of a 
beautiful fragrance, and all eyes turned toward Jesus 
and the woman. Some, who knew what a costly scent 
it was, were angry. “Why this waste?” they said. “That 
bottle was worth seventy-five dollars!” 

But Jesus wouldn’t let them call it waste. Nor would 
He let the poor woman go away disappointed, thinking 
she had done wrong. | 

“She hath done what she could,” He said. And then, 
“Verily I say unto you, Wheresoever this gospel shall 
be preached throughout the whole world, this also that 
she hath done shall be spoken of for a memorial of her.” 

Nothing we do for Jesus is wasted. The smallest serv- 
ice we render Him will be like that little bottle of scent, 
its fragrance spreading and spreading till all the world 
is blessed by it. So, though we may not be able to do any 
great thing for Jesus, we are to do the best we can. 

Perhaps the most important lesson Jesus taught was 
How to Pray. The disciples had often watched Him pray, 
and they had seen how it had helped Him and had given 
Him strength to bear His burdens. So one day they 
came to Him and said, “Lord, teach us to pray.” Luke 
eer 

That was when He taught them the Lord’s prayer, 
which we all know so well. Remember? 


“Our Father which art in heaven, hallowed be Thy 
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name. Thy kingdom come. Thy will be done in earth, as 
it is in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread. And 
forgive us our debts, as we forgive our debtors. And lead 
us not into temptation, but deliver us from evil: for 
Thine is the kingdom, and the power, and the glory, for 
ever. Amen.” | 

You have prayed this prayer many times, haven’t 
you? But have you ever stopped to think of each line? 
You should. This prayer begins with God and ends with 
God. It leads us to think of Him as a kind and loving 
Father, but also as the all-powerful, all-glorious King 
of heaven. That is why we are to hallow, or reverence, 
His name, and to pray that the day will soon come when 
He will reign on earth as He reigns in heaven. 

In this prayer we ask but three things for ourselves: 
for daily bread, for forgiveness of sin, and for help against 
temptation: but when you come to think of it, these are 
what we need most. 

Such a simple prayer it is, but so very beautiful. And 
because it is so simple and beautiful, it has lasted down 
the ages. Millions pray it today all over the world. In 
every country and in hundreds of different languages, 
millions of fathers and mothers, boys and girls, say, 
“Our Father which art in heaven.” 

What a wonderful picture that is! ~ 

The Lord’s prayer is the greatest prayer of the Chris- 
tian church. It is the one prayer nobody gets tired of 
saying and God never gets tired of hearing. I hope you 
say it, too, every day. . | 


STORY 41 


I suppose you have often had 
promises made to you. Perhaps mother has said, “If you 
are at the head of your class, lIl give you a special treat.” 
Or father has said, “If you are good and behave your- 
self for a whole week, I'll take you on a trip somewhere.” 

Most promises, as you have noticed, have a condition 
tied to them. If you head your class, you will get the 
special treat. If you don’t, you won’t. If you are a good 
boy, or a good girl, for a whole week, father will take you 
on a trip. If not, the trip is off. 

So it was with most of the promises Jesus made. There 
was an if about them somewhere. 

“Seek ye first the kingdom of God, and His right- 
eousness,” He said; “and all these things shall be added 
unto you.” Matthew 6:33. “All these things”—things 
to eat, things to drink, things to wear—will be ours if 


we will seek first the kingdom of God. If we put His king- 
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dom last—that is, if we seldom think about Him, and 
do not even try to do what He wants us to do—then the 
promise won’t apply to us. We must seek first the king- 
dom of God and then Jesus will look after all the 
“things.” We won’t have to worry about them any more. 

Another promise like this is found in John 14:14: 
“If ye shall ask any thing in My name, I will do it.” 

Does this mean that if you were to ask God for an 
elephant He would give it to you? Well, it could mean 
that, if you actually needed an elephant to do something 
for God. But not if you merely wanted one to play with 
in your back yard. 

The condition which goes with this promise is that — 
we ask in His name. This means not merely saying at 
the end of a prayer, “For Jesus’ sake,” but asking for 
things such as God would like to give to Jesus; things for 
which Jesus Himself would ask. And for what would 
He ask? Only things that would bring glory to God. If 
we ask for things like that, we will always get them. Like 
George Muller, of Bristol, who cared for hundreds of 
poor orphans, we will be surprised what God will do for 
us. Muller had no money to feed the children, but he 
prayed, in Jesus’ name, that money would come. And it 
came—heaps of it, millions of dollars. You see, he wanted 
to do something that God wanted done. So they just 
worked together. It was as simple as that. 

The next promise fits right in with this one. “Give, 
and it shall be given unto you; good measure, pressed 
down, and shaken together, and running over.” Luke 
6:38. Notice the condition again. If you want people to 


254 THE CHILDREN’S HOUR 


give things to you, you must first be generous yourself. 
If you want great blessings from God, you must first give 
yourself to Him. | 

Too many boys and girls are selfish, thinking of 
themselves all the time. Then, when other children leave 
them alone and forget to give them presents, they feel 
hurt and slighted. They say the other children are mean 
and unkind. But it is they who are at fault. Let them 
= begin giving and see what happens. If you show a gen- 
erous spirit to others and to God, you will be amazed how 
much will come back to you—‘“pressed down, ... and 
running over.” 

Another lovely promise is found in Matthew 11:28, 
where we read that Jesus said to the people, “Come unto 
Me, all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and I will 
give you rest.” This promise is for all who feel tired and 
sad and worried. There were many like that in the crowd 
around Him, and there are many like that in the world 
today. Even boys and girls, though they never get tired, 
of course, sometimes get discouraged; and Jesus knows 
what to do about that. If we will heed His call and go to 
Him, He will give us rest. How? By leading us to think 
about something different. If things have gone wrong, 
He will lead us to think of His power to put them right. 
If we feel blue because of a tale somebody has told about 
us, He will help us to think of all He had to put up with 
from His enemies, and then our troubles will seem very 
small indeed. No matter how weary and sad we may 
feel, just talking with Jesus will set our minds at rest. 
It’s something worth remembering on life’s rainy days. 
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He also made this marvelous promise: “If a man 
love me, he will keep My words: and My Father will 
love him, and We will come unto him, and make Our 
abode with him.” John 14:23. This is almost too wonder- 
ful to understand. If we love Jesus, then He and His 
Father will come and make their “abode” with us. That 
is, they will come and live in our hearts. This is like that 
other promise in the book of Revelation: “Behold, I 
stand at the door, and knock: if any man hear My voice, 
and open the door, I will come in to him, and will sup 
with him, and he with Me.” Revelation 3:20. 

There is no sweeter picture in all the Bible than this. 
Jesus standing at a door, knocking, knocking, waiting 
to come in. “If a man love Me” and “open the door,” 
He says, “I will come in.” If a boy love Me, or a girl, and 
open the door, “I will come in.” Think of that! Father 
and Son will make their abode with you! 

Such are some of the precious promises of Jesus. But 
the greatest promise He ever made was this: “I go to 
prepare a place for you. And if I go and prepare a 
place for you, I will come again, and receive you unto 
Myself; that where I am, there ye may be also.” John 
14:1-3. $ 

To His disciples, who had been getting very worried 
of late about Jesus, this meant a great deal. So much had 
gone wrong. When the people had tried to make Him 
a king, He had just walked away! This had upset many, 
and they “walked no more with Him.” Then He had 
gone into the temple and, finding a lot of people buying 
and selling there, He had driven them out, saying, “Is it 
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-not written, My house shall be called of all nations the 
house of prayer? but ye have made it a den of thieves.” 
That had made the traders very angry with Him. The 
priests also had become jealous of Him because of the 
way the people followed Him, and they had tried every 
way they could to hinder His work. When He raised 
Lazarus from the dead, right outside the gates of Jeru- 
salem, and the whole nation buzzed with the news, they 
became so afraid of Him they determined to kill Him. 

Knowing all this, the disciples were getting very de- 
pressed. That is why Jesus said to them, “Let not your 
heart be troubled: ye believe in God believe also in Me.” 
“I go away” but “I will come again.” 

But when would He come again? Very soon? In a 
year’s time? In ten? Would He come while they w were yet | 
alive? 

One day the disciples came to Jesus and asked Him > 
about it. “Tell us,” they said, “when shall these things © 

be? and what shall be the sign of Thy coming, and of the 

end of the world?” Matthew 24:3. 
| Then Jesus told them. It would be a very lene time. 
=- Many, many things would happen before He would 
come back. There would be wars and famines and pes- 
tilences and earthquakes. Jerusalem would be destroyed. 
_ There would be great trouble for all who love God. 
Wicked people would hurt them and put them in prison 
and kill them. But He would never forget them. No 
matter what happened, He would always remember His 
promise to return for His faithful, watching people. 

Then, far off down the years, when the time for Him 
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to come back should draw near, He would cause cer- 
tain things to happen so that His people would know 
that His coming was near. Signs would appear in the 
sun, the moon, and the stars. There would also be great 
trouble among the nations, with much suffering and 
fear. At last, when things could get no worse, the Son 
of man would be seen “coming in a cloud with power and 
great glory.” 

“When these things begin to come to pass,” said 
Jesus, “then look up, and lift up your heads; for your 
redemption draweth nigh.” 

When a few weeks later Jesus left them and went 
away to heaven, the disciples remembered this promise 
and began to look for Him to return. Day after day, © 
month after month, they hoped for His coming. Indeed, 
all their lives they talked about it and said, “He will 
surely come back someday. He will keep His promise.” 
Then when they had all died, others remembered the 
promise, and they looked for Him too. The apostle Paul 
called this promise “the blessed hope,” and so it has 
been ever since. All down the years people have looked 
and longed for the return of Jesus. 

Today there are thousands of people all over the 
world with the same hope in their hearts. And it burns 
more brightly now than ever, because all the promised 
signs have appeared. In sun and moon and stars they 
have been seen. And all about us now are the troubles 
and the fears which Jesus said would be in the world 
just before His return. So today we can say with new 
meaning, “Jesus is coming again.” And not only coming, 

16 
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As the Family Happily Await the Return of Their Daddy, So Should 
Christians Await the Return of Jesus 


but coming soon. When we see all these things, we are 
to KNOW that “the kingdom of God is nigh at hand.” 
Perhaps you will live to see Him “coming in a cloud with 
power and great glory.” Wouldn’t that be wonderful! 
“Watch ye therefore: for ye know not when the mas- 

ter of the house cometh, at even, or at midnight, or at the 
cockcrowing, or in the morning: lest coming suddenly 


he find you sleeping. And what I say unto you I say unto 
all, Watch.” Mark 13:35-37. 


STORY 42 


bis more than three years had 
passed since Jesus had begun His ministry. Three short 
years. And yet already the shadows were gathering 
about Him. The dear old days with Mary at Nazareth 
seemed far, far away. So, too, the happy, peaceful hours 
with His disciples by the sea of Galilee. Enemies were 
at work. People were criticizing His teachings, finding 
fault with the way He lived, scoffing at His miracles. 
The trouble was, of course, that Jesus had tried to 
change the lives of people who didn’t want to be changed. 
He had sought to show them a better way of life, but 
they preferred their old ways. He had brought them 
light, but they chose darkness, because their deeds 
were evil. | | 
Truly “the common people heard Him gladly.” They 
loved Him for His beautiful teachings, and because He 
healed them of their diseases. But there were many 
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Jesus and His Disciples Having Their Last Supper Together 


others, like the priests and the Pharisees, whose lives 
were so different from the pure, humble, gentle life of 
Jesus that they hated Him. They hated Him because He 
was good. They hated Him because He was loved. They 
hated Him because He had a power they could not un- 
derstand. 

So they plotted to take His life. “Then assembled 
together the chief priests, and the scribes, and the elders 
of the people, unto the palace of the high priest, who was 
called Caiaphas, and consulted that they might take 
Jesus by subtilty, and kill Him.” Matthew 26:3, 4. 

It is terrible to think of all those Jewish leaders gath- 
ered together trying to think of some way to catch Jesus 
secretly and murder Him. But that is what they did. 

Jesus knew about it, but He did not run away. It 
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would have been easy for Him to have done so. He knew 
the lonely places on the mountains better than anyone 
else. And there was many a humble home where He 
could have hidden if He had wanted to. 

But He did not hide. He had come into the world for 
a great purpose, and He was willing to pay the price. _ 

He knew from the book of Daniel that Messiah would 
have to die. Did not the prophecy say, “After threescore 
and two weeks shall Messiah be cut off, but not for Him- 
self”? And what was it Isaiah said? “Surely He hath 
borne our griefs, and carried our sorrows... . He was 
wounded for our transgressions, He was bruised for our 
iniquities. ... He is brought as a lamb to the slaughter.” 

Jesus remembered also the words which John the 
Baptist had said to Him at His baptism: “Behold the 
Lamb of God, which taketh away the sin of the world.” 
John 1:29. 

Every day lambs were slain by the priests in the 
temple as a sacrifice for sin. All pointed to Him and the 
work that He must do. 

~ So Jesus said to His disciples, “After two days is the 
feast of the passover, and the Son of man is betrayed 
to be crucified.” | | 

“To be crucified!” Surely Jesus could not mean that! 
What had He done to deserve so terrible a punish- 
ment? They could not believe it. They felt sure He would 
never let anything like that happen to Him. Why, it was 
only a couple of days ago that He had ridden into Jeru- 
salem on a donkey with all the children crying out, 
“Hosanna to the Son of David!” Surely He would not 
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let Himself be put to death so soon after that. His work 
was only beginning! 

But the shadows continued to fall. Thursday evening 
came—passover night. Jesus and His disciples gathered 
round a table to celebrate it. Everybody was gloomy. 
Then when Jesus said that one of them should betray 
Him, “they were exceeding sorrowful, and began every 
one of them to say unto Him, Lord, isit I?” 

He answered: “The Son of man goeth as it is written 
of Him: but woe unto that man by whom the Son of 
man is betrayed!” Soon after this Judas left. “And it 
was night.” Night outside and night in all their hearts. 

After they had eaten the Passover, they sang a hymn 
and walked out along the dark streets, through one of. 
the city gates, to the Mount of Olives. But Jesus did not 
want to talk now; He wanted to pray. Coming to the! 
Garden of Gethsemane, He told most of them to. rest 
while He went on with Peter, James, and John. 

But they too were tired, and soon fell asleep, leaving 
Jesus alone. Then it was that He prayed that sad, sad 
prayer, “O My Father, if it be possible, let this cup pass 
from Me: nevertheless not as I will, but as Thou wilt.” 
Three times He prayed, using the same words. He did 
not want to die. He did not want to suffer all the shame 
and pain of crucifixion. He shrank from the cruel torture 
of it. Yet He was willing to bear it all if it was God’s will. 

By and by “there appeared an angel unto Him from 
heaven, strengthening Him.” Luke 22:43. So the angels 
were watching still! Just as at Bethlehem, so now in Geth- © 
semane, But how different was the scene! Then all was 
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happiness and light; now, only darkness and sorrow. 

At last Jesus heard distant shouting, and saw the 
light of many torches moving in the darkness as an angry 
mob surged up the hill to take Him. The end was near. 

“Rise,” He called to His sleeping disciples, “let us 
be going: behold, he is at hand that doth betray Me.” 

A moment more and they were surrounded. Then 
Judas came forward and kissed Jesus—the sign he had 
agreed upon with the priests. Jesus said to him, with 
great gentleness, “Friend, wherefore art thou come?” 

Peter, seeing armed men about to seize Jesus, drew 
his sword and struck off the ear of one of them. It was 
a brave deed, but useless. “Put up again thy sword into 
his place,” Jesus said to him: “for all they that take the 
sword shall perish with the sword.” Then He touched 
the bleeding ear and restored it as before. 

“Thinkest thou that I cannot now pray to My 
Father,” He said to Peter, “and He shall presently give 
Me more than twelve legions of angels? But how then 
shall the scriptures be fulfilled, that thus it must be?” 
Of course He could have called the angels to help Him! 
And how glad they would have been to come to His 
rescue and scatter that howling mob! But it could not 
be. The Scriptures had to be fulfilled. 

“And they led Jesus away to the high priest.” Down 
the Mount of Olives, up the slope to Jerusalem, in 
through the gate and over to the palace. His hands 
bound, His disciples gone, Jesus walked on bravely but 
sadly to the fate that awaited Him in the city He had 
come to save. | 


STORY 43 


I, was very late by now, but the 
high priest was waiting for Jesus. So were “all the chief 
priests and the elders and the scribes.” There they sat 
with dark, angry looks on their faces. They had made up 
their minds He should not escape this time. But they 
had to charge Him with some crime before they. could 
condemn Him to'death. And they couldn’t find any. He 
had not done anything wrong. 

True, “witnesses” came forward to accuse Jesus, but 
as they did not tell the truth they kept contradicting 
each other. As they did so, the high priest became more 
and more angry. Presently, seeing that his whole plan 
to kill Jesus might fail if things went on like this, he 
turned on Jesus Himself and cried, ‘“Answerest Thou 
nothing?” 

But Jesus kept silent. There was no need for Him to 
reply to false charges. 


26/ 
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Then the high priest, white with anger, blurted out, 
“Art Thou the Christ, the Son of the Blessed?” 

“Tam,” Jesus answered, “and ye shall see the Son of 
man sitting on the right hand of power, and coming in 
the clouds of heaven.” Mark 14:61, 62. 

This was too much for the high priest and, tearing 
his robe in fury, he cried to the whole assembly, “What 
need we any further witnesses? Ye have heard the blas- 
phemy: what think ye?” 

“Death!” they cried. “Put Him to death!” 

But they could not kill Him themselves. Only the 
Roman governor could do that. So they had to wait till 
daylight. Then, “very early” Friday morning, they hur- 
ried Jesus over to Pilate’s judgment hall. Everybody went 
—‘‘the whole multitude,” all shouting their hatred of 
Jesus. 

How tired the Saviour must have been! Up all night 
with that angry, jeering throng. Slapped, beaten, spat 
upon, He was now dragged and shoved toward the 
judgment hall. 

Because it was the Passover the Jews oul not go 
into the hall themselves, so Jesus found Himself alone 
with Pilate. He was glad for that. He always liked to be 
alone with people so that He could speak to their hearts. 
He had been alone with Nicodemus, with the poor 
woman at the well, and now, in His last moments, with 
the Roman governor himself. 

“Art thou the King of the Jews?” asked Pilate. 

“Thou sayest,” said Jesus. But lest the governor 
should misunderstand, and think He was just a common 
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rebel against the power of Rome, He added, “My king- — 
dom is not of this world: if My kingdom were of this ` 
world, then would My servants fight, that I should not 
be delivered to the Jews: but now is My kingdom not 
from hence.” 

This was hard for a man like Pilate to understand. 
All the kings he had ever heard of fought for their king- 
doms. 

“Art Thou a king then?” He asked, puzzled. 

“Yes,” said Jesus. “To this end was I born, and for 
this cause came [I into the world, that I should bear wit- 
ness unto the truth.” 

“What is truth?” asked Pilate. 

This was the governor’s great chance to accept Jesus. 
But he did not take it. He was afraid. Hearing the shout- 
ing outside, he went out to the yelling mob. 

“I find in Him no fault at all,” he said. 

At this the shouting grew louder. Pilate saw that 
these people were in a frenzy of rage and hatred. 
Seeking a way out, he sent Jesus to Herod, ruler of 
Galilee, who happened to be in the city for the Passover. 
But Herod, after making fun of Jesus and putting a royal 
robe on Him, sent Him back to Pilate. 

Again Pilate tried to save Jesus. “I will . . . chastise 
Him, and release Him,” he said. 

“No!” shouted the mob. “Away with this Man, and 
release unto us Barabbas.” So they chose Barabbas—a 
murderer—rather than the Son of God. 

“What then shall I do with Jesus?” Pilate asked. 

“Crucify Him!” they yelled. 
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“Why, lies evil hath He done?” said Pilate. 


For answer they cried yet louder and louder, “Cru- 
cify Him! Crucity Him!” 

At last Pilate gave way. First he took water and 
washed his hands before the crowd, saying, “I am inno- 
cent of the blood of this just person: see ye to it.” But 
no water could ever wash away his guilt. He could have 
saved Jesus, but he didn’t. He was weak when he should 
have been strong. 

Then the order was given that Jesus should be cruci- 
fied, and the soldiers led Him away. In their common 
hall they treated Him so cruelly that when the time came 
for Him to be taken to the place of crucifixion He was 
half dead already. Scourged with a cruel whip, a crown 
of sharp thorns pressed down upon His head, He was 
so faint that He could scarcely stand. 

Too weak to carry the great wooden cross that was 
laid on His shoulder, Jesus fell beneath it, and the soldiers 
looked for someone else to bear it for Him. Catching 
sight of a man called Simon who was coming into Jeru- 
salem from the country, they compelled him to carry 
the cross. 

This man Simon, the Bible says, was “the father of 
Alexander and Rufus,” and I have often wondered why 
those two boys are mentioned. Could it be because they 
were so proud that their dad carried the cross for Jesus? 
Surely they must have talked about it the rest of their 
days. It was something to be proud of, too. And let us 
be ever ready, even when “coming out of the country,” 
on the simplest errands, to do something for Jesus. 


HOW JESUS DIED | 271 


Slowly the sad procession wended its way to Calvary. 
“And there -followed Him a great company of people, 
and of women, which also bewailed and lamented Him.” 
Luke 23:27. Many who had heard Jesus preach were 
there, and many whom He had healed. There were chil- 
dren, too, some of the very ones who had cried “Hosanna 
to the Son of David!” only a few days before. They looked 
on with sad and frightened eyes. How wrong it must all 
have seemed to them! 

At last the procession stopped at the place of execu- 
tion. And there they crucified Him. 

Laying Jesus on the cross, the soldiers drove nails 
through His hands and feet. The pain of it must have 
been dreadful. But all Jesus said was, “Father, forgive 
them; for they know not what they do.” The original 
words suggest that He kept on saying it. Over and over 
again, instead of cursing and swearing like the two 
thieves who were crucified with Him, He repeated the 
beautiful words, “Father, forgive them.” Only the Son 
of God could ever have thought of that. 

Then the cross was lifted and thrown into a hole in 
the ground. Again the pain must have been terrible, but 
Jesus whispered, “Father, forgive them.” No anger, no 
resentment, only forgiveness. 

So there at last He hung, between heaven and earth, 
with arms outstretched in suffering love for all the world 
to see. It was as though, in His last dying moments, He 
was saying, “Look unto Me, and be ye saved, all the ends 
of the earth.” Isaiah 45:22. 
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“Poor Jesus! He Was So Kind to Us. He Told Us Such Lovely Stories. 
Why Did He Have to Die—Like This?” 
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Over His head was a sign saying, “This is Jesus the- 
King of the Jews.” Though put there in jest, how true it 
was—their King and our King, the Great Teacher of 
Nazareth, the Great Healer of Galilee, the Great Friend 
of little children—so kind, so wise, so gentle, so undeserv- 
ing of all this cruelty! 

Now, in the lovely words of Stainer’s “Crucifixion”: 


“Jesus is dying, in agony sore, 
Jesus is suffering more and more, 

_ Jesus is bowed with the weight of His woe, 
Jesus is faint with each bitter throe, 
Jesus is bearing it all in my stead, 

Pity Incarnate for me has bled; 
Wonder of wonders it ever must be, . 
Jesus, the Crucified, pleads for me.” 


By this time a great crowd had gathered round the 
cross. “And sitting down they watched Him there” 
(Matthew 27:36), even as the world has been watching 
- Him ever since. 

The soldiers watched as they gambled for His gar- 
ments. 

The priests watched, gloating over the victory they 
thought they had won, and shouting, “If Thou be the 
Son of God, come down from the cross.’ ; 

The women who had followed Him watched, weep- 
ing. | 
People whom He had helped and healed watched, 
with bowed heads and sorrowful hearts. 

There must have been children there, too. Perhaps 
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a little boy and girl holding hands, looking up at the 
cross with big, sad eyes, and tears rolling down their 
cheeks, as they whispered to each other, “Poor Jesus! 
He was so kind to us. He told us such lovely stories. Why 
did He have to die—like this?” 


Why? Why? How often have we all asked why? The 


answer is given in the words of the lovely old hymn: 


“There is a green hill far away, 
Without a city wall, 
Where the dear Lord was crucified, 
Who died to save us all. 


“We may not know, we cannot tell, 
What pains He had to bear, 
But we believe it was for us 
He hung and suffered there. 


“He died that we might be forgiven, 
He died to make us good, 
That we might go at last to heaven, 
Saved by His precious blood. 


“There was no other good enough 
To pay the price of sin; 
He only could unlock the gate 
| Of heaven, and let us in. 


“O dearly, dearly has He loved! 
And we must love Him too, 
And trust in His redeeming blood, 
And try His works to do.” 


—C, F. ALEXANDER. 
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